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ARGUMENT. 

Dido  difcovers  to  her  Mer  her  paffion  for  ^neas,  and 
her  thoughts  of  marr}'ing  him.  She  prepares  a 
hunting  match  for  his  entertainment.  Juno  with  the 
confent  of  Venus,  raifes  a  ftorm,  which  feparates  the 
hunters,  and  drives  ^Eneas  and  Dido  into  the  fame 
cave,  where  their  marriage  is  fuppofed  to  be  com- 
pleted. Jupiter  difpatches  Mercury  to  JEnezs,  to 
warn  him  from  Carthage,  .^neas  fecretly  prepares 
for  his  voyage.  Dido  finds  out  his  defign,  and,  to 
put  a  flop  to  it,  makes  ufe  of  her  own  and  her  filler's 
entreaties,  and  difcovers  all  the  variety  of  paflions 
that  are  incident  to  a  neglefted  lover.  When  no- 
thing could  prevail  upon  him,  fhe  contrives  her  own 
death,  with  which  this  book  concludes. 


t    3    3 


V  I  R  G  I  L's     iE  N  E  I  D. 

BOOK    IV. 

Xy  UT  love  inflam'd  the  queen  ;  the  raging  pain 

"■-^  Preys  on  her  heart,  and  glows  in  every  vein. 

Much  fhe  revolves  the  hero's  deeds  divine. 

And  much  the  glories  of  his  godlike  line ; 

Each  look,  each  accent  breaks  her  golden  refi,  5 

Lodg'd  in  her  foul,  and  irtiag'd  in  her  bread. 

The  morn  had  chas'd  the  dewy  fhades  away. 
And  o'er  the  world  advanc'd  the  lamp  of  day; 
When  to  her  filler  thus  the  royal  dame 
Difclos'd  the  fecret  of  her  growing  flame.  lO 

Anna,  what  dreams  are  thefe  that  haunt  my  reft? 
Who  is  this  hero,  this  our  godlike  gueft? 
Mark  but  his  graceful  port,  his  manly  charms; 
How  great  a  prince  !  and  how  renown'd  in  arms  ! 
Sure  he  defcends  from  fome  celeftial  kind ;  1 5 

For  fear  attends  the  low  degenerate  mind. 
But  oh  !  what  wars,  what  battles  he  relates  ! 
How  long  he  ftruggled  with  his  adverfe  fates ! 
Did  not  my  foul  her  purpofe  IHU  retain, 
Fbc'd  and  determin'd  ne'er  to  wed  again,  20 

Since  from  my  widow'd  arms  the  murdering  fword 
Untimely  fnatch'd  my  firft  unhappy  lord ; 
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Did  not  my  thoughts  the  name  of  marriage  dread. 

And  the  bare  mention  of  the  bridal  bed — 

Forgive  my  frailty-— but  I  feem  iuclin'd  25 

To  yield  to  ihU  one  weaknefs  of  my  mind. 

For  oh !  my  filler,  unreferv'd  and  free 

I  truft  the  fecret  of  my  foul  to  thee ; 

Since  poor  Sichajus,  by  my  brother  flain, 

Dafli'd  with  his  blood  the  confecrated  fane,  30 

And  ftain'd  the  gods ;  my  firm  refolves,  I  own. 

This  graceful  prince  has  ftiook,  and  this  alone. 

I  feel  a  warmth  o'er  all  my  trembling  frame. 

Too  like  the  tokens  of  my  former  flame. 

But  oh  !  may  earth  her  dreadful  gulf  difplay^  35 

And  gaping  fnatch  me  from  the  golden  day ; 

May  I  be  hurl'd,  by  heav'n's  almighty  fire, 

Transfix'd  with  thunder  and  involv'd  in  fire> 

Down  to  the  fhades  of  hell  from  realms  of  llght> 

The  deep,  deep  fliades  of  everlafting  night ;  40 

Ere,  facred  honour  !  I  betray  thy  caufe 

In  word,  or  thought,  or  violate  thy  laws. 

No  !— my  firft  lord,  my  iirfl  ill-fated  fpoufe. 

Still,  as  in  Ufe,  is  lord  of  all  my  vows. 

My  love  he  had,  and  ever  let  him  have,  45 

Interr'd  with  him,  and  buried  in  the  grave. 

Then,  by  her  rifmg  grief  o'crwhelm'd,  Oie  ceas'd : 

The  tears  ran  trickling  down  her  heaving  breall. 

Sifter,  the  fair  repUes,  whom  far  above 
The  light  of  heav'n,  or  life  itfelf  I  love;  50 

Still  on  your  bloom  fhall  endlefs  forrow  prey. 
And  walte  your  youth  in  folitude  away  ? 

And 
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And  fhall  no  pleafing  theme  your  thoughts  employ  ? 
The  prattling  infant,  or  the  bridal  joy  ? 
Think  you  fuch  cares  dillurb  your  hulband's  fhade,  5  5 
Or  ftir  the  facred  allies  of  the  dead  ? 
What  though  before,  no  lover  won  your  grace. 
Among  the  Tyrian,  or  the  Libyan  race  ? 
With  jufl;  difdain  you  pafs'd  larbas  o'er. 
And  many  a  king  whom  warlike  Afric  bore.  60 

But  will  you  fly  the  hero  you  approve? 
And  fleel  your  heart  againft  a  prince  you  love  ? 
Nor  will  you  once  refle(fl  what  regions  bound 
Your  infant  empire,  and  your  walls  furround  ?- 
Here  proud  Gjetulian  cities  tow'r  in  air,  65 

Whofe  fvvarthy  fons  are  terrible  in  war ; 
There  the  dread  Syrtes  fcretch  along  the  main. 
And  there  the  wild  Barcsans  range  the  plain ; 
Here  parch'd  with  thirll  a  fmoking  region  lies. 
There  fierce  in  arms  the  brave  Numidians  rife.  70 

Why  fhould  I  urge  our  vengeful  brother's  ire  ? 
The  war  juft  burfting  from  the  gate   of  Tyre  ? 
Sure,  every  god,  with  mighty  Juno,  bore 
The  fleets  of  Ilion  to  the  Libyan  fhore- 
From  fuch  a  marriage,  foon  your  joyful  eyes  75 

Shall  fee  a  potent  town  and  empire  rife. 
V/hat  fcenes  of  glory  Carthage  mull:  enjoy. 
When  our  confederate  arms  unite  with  Troy  h 
Go  then,  propitiate  heav'n  ;  due  ofF'rings  pay  j.         y 
Carefs,  invite  your  godlike  gueft  to  ftay,  80  > 

And  llud}-  dill  new  caufes  of  delay.  A 
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Tell  him,  that,  charg'd  with  deluges  of  rain, 

Orion  rages  on  tlie  wintry  main ; 

That  IHII  unrigg'd  his  fhatter'd  veflels  lie. 

Nor  can  his  fleet  endure  fo  rough  a  fky.  85 

Thefe  words  foon  fcatter'd  the  remains  of  fhame ; 
Confirm'd  her  hopes,  and  fann'd  the  riftng  flame. 
With  {peed  they  feek  the  temples,  and  implore 
With  rich  oblations  each  celellial  pow'r  ; 
Sele;^ed  fheep  with  holy  rites  they  flay  90 

To  Ceres,  Bacchus,  and  the  god  of  day. 
But  chief,  to  Juno's  name  the  viilims  bled> 
To  Juno,  guardian  of  the  bridal  bed. 
The  queen  before  the  fnowy  heifer  Hands, 
Amid  the  ftirines,  a  goblet  in  her  hands ;  95 

Between  the  horns  flie  flieds  the  facrcd  wine. 
And  pays  due  honours  to  the  pow'rs  divine  ; 
Moves  round  the  fane  in  folemn  pomp,  and  loads. 
Day  after  day,  the  altars  of  the  gods. 
Then  hovering  o'er,  the  fair  confults  in  vain  lOO 

The  pantiiig  entrails  of  the  viflims  flain  : 
But  ah !  no  facred  rites  her  pain  remove  ; 
Priefts,  pray'rs,  and  temples !  what  are  you  to  love  ? 
With  palTion  fir'd,  her  reafon  quite  o'erthrown. 
The  haplefs  queen  runs  raving  through  the  town.    105 
Soft  flames  confurae  her  vitals,  and  the  dart. 
Deep,  deep  within,  lies  fcfl:cring  in  her  heart. 
So  fends  the  heedlefs  hunter's  twanging  bow 
The  fliaft  that  quivers  in  the  bleeding  doe  ; 
Stung  with  the  llroke,  and  madding  with  tl:e  pain,  1 10 
She  wildly  flies  from  wood  to  wood  in  ^'ain ; 

Shoots 
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Shoots  o'er  the  Cretan  lawns  with  many  a  bound, 
I'he  cleaving  dart  ftill  rankling  in  the  wound  1 

Now  the  fond  princefs  leads  her  hero  on. 
Shows  him  her  Tyrian  wealth,  and  growing  town ;    I !  5; 
Difplays  her  pompous  tow'rs  that  proudly  rife. 
And  hopes  to  tempt  him  with  the  glorious  prize  ; 
Now  as  fhe  tries  to  tell  her  raging  flame. 
Stops  {hort,---and  faulters,  check'd  by  confcious  fhame  : 
Now,  at  the  clnfe  of  evening,  calls  her  gueft,  120 

To  fhare  the  banquet,  and  renew  the  feaft  ; 
She  fondly  begs  him  to  repeat  once  more 
The  Trojan  ftory  that  fhe  heard  before ; 
Then  to  dillraftion  charm'd,  in  rapture  hung 
On  every  word,  and  dy'd  upon  his  tongue.  125 

But  when  the  fetting  ftars  to  reft  invite. 
And  fading  Cynthia  veils  her  beamy  light ; 
When  all  the  guefts  retire  to  foft  repofe  ; 
Left  in  the  hall,  fhe  fighs,  and  vents  her  woes. 
Lies  on  his  ccuch,  bedews  it  with  her  tears,         130 
In  fancy  fees  her  abfeat  prince,  ard  hears 
His  cliarming  voice  ftill  foundijig  in  her  ears. 
Flr'd  with  the  glorious  hero's  graceful  look. 
The  young  Afcanius  on  her  lap  fhe  took. 
With  trifling  play  her  furious  pains  beguil'd  ;  135 

In  vain  !  -  —the  father  charms  her  in  the  child. 
No  more  the  tow'rs,  unfinifh'd,  rife  in  air  : 
The  youth,  undifciplin'd  no  more  prepare 
Ports  for  the  fleet,  or  bulwarks  for  the  war  ; 
The  works  and  battlements  neglefted  lie,  140 

And  the  proud  ftrudures  ceafe  to  brave  the  fky. 
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The  fair  tlius  rages  with  the  mighty  pain. 
That  fir'd  her  foul ;  and  honour  pleads  in  vain. 
This  Juno  faw,  and  thus  the  bride  of  Jove, 
In  guileful  tL-rms  addrefs'd  the  queen  of  love  :  145 

A  high  exploit  indeed  !   a  glorious  name. 
Unfading  trophies  and  eternal  fame. 
You,  and  your  fon  have  worthily  purfu'd  ! 
Two  gods  a  fmgle  woman  have  fubdu'd  ! 
To  me  your  groundlefs  jealoufies  are  known,  1 50 

And  dark  fufpicions  of  this  Tyrian  town. 
But  why,  why  goddefs,  to  what  aim  or  end 
In  lafting  quarrels  fiiould  we  Hill  contend  ? 
Hence  then  from  llrife  refolve  we  both  to  ceafe, 
And  by  the  nuptial  band  confirm  the  peace.  155 

To  crown  your  wifli,  the  queen  with  fond  defire 
Dies  for  your  fon,  and  melts  with  amorous  fire. 
Let  us  with  equal  fway  protcft  the  place. 
The  common  guardians  of  the  mingled  race. 
Be  Tyre  the  dow'r  to  feal  the  glad  accord,  1 60 

And  royal  Dido  ferve  this  Phrygian  lord. 

To  whom  the  queen  j  (who  mark'd  with  piercing  eyes 
The  goddefs  labouring,  in  the  dark  difguifc. 
To  Libyan  fhores  from  Latium  to  convey 
The  deftin'd  fjat  of  univerfal  fway;)  1 65 

Who  this  alliance  madly  would  deny  ? 
Or  war  with  thee,  dread  emprefs  of  tlie  fky  ? 
And  oh  I  that  fortune  in  the  work  would  join. 
With  full  fuccefs  to  favour  the  defign  ! 
But  much  I  doubt,  O  goddefs,  if  tiie  Fates,  17c 

Or  Jove  permit  us  to  uuuc  die  ftates, 

Yowv 
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You,  as  his  confort,  your  reqiiefl  may  move. 
And  fearch  the  will,  or  bend  the  mind  of  Jove. 
Go  then—your  fcheme  before  the  fatlier  lay ; 
Go;— and  I  follow,  where  you  lead  the  way.         175 

Be  mine  the  care,  th'  imperial  dame  replies. 
To  gain  the  god,  the  fovereign  of  the  Ikies, 
Then  heed  my  counfel-— when  the  dawning  light 
Drives  from  the  opening  world  the  lliades  of  night ; 
The  prince  and  queen,  transfix'd  with  amorous  flame. 
Bend  to  the  wosds  to  hunt  the  favage  game ;  181 

There,  while  the  crowds  the  foreft-walks  befet. 
Swarm  round  the  woods,  and  fpread  the  waving  net ; 
The  fldes  fliall  burft  upon  the  fportive  train 
In  ftorms  cf  hail,  and  deluges  cf  rain  :  1 3^ 

The  gather'd  tempelt  o'er  their  heads  fhall  roll. 
And  the  long  thunders  roar  from  pole  to  pole. 
On  ev'ry  fide  fhall  fly  the  fcattering  crowds, 
Involv'd  and  cover'd  in  a  night  of  clouds. 
To  the  fame  cave  for  (helter  fhall  repair  190 

The  Trojan  hero  and  the  royal  fair. 
The  lovers,  if  your  will  concurs  with  mine, 
Ourfelf  in  Hymen's  nuptial  bands  will  join. 
The  goddefs  gave  confent,  the  compadl  bound. 
But  fmil'd  in  fecret  at  the  fraud  fhe  found.  195 

Scarce  had  Aurora  left  her  orient  bed. 
And  rear'd  above  the  waves  her  radiant  head. 
When,  pouring  through  the  gates,  the  train  appear, 
MafTylian  hunters  with  the  ileely  fpear,  199 

Sagacious  hounds,  and  toils,  and  all  the  fylvan  war. 

Th^ 
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The  queen  engag'd  in  drefs, — with  reverence  waif 

The  Tyrian  peers  before  the  regal  gate. 

Her  fteed,  with  gold  and  purple  cover'd  round. 

Neighs,  champs  the  bit,  and  foaming  paws  the  grourd. 

At  length  fhe  comes,  magnificently  drelt  205 

(Ker  guards  attending)  in  a  Tyrian  veil: 

Back  in  a  golden  caul  her  locks  are  ty'd ; 

A  go  d(.'u  quivfr  rattles  at  her  fide  ; 

A  golden  clafp  her  purple  garments  binds. 

And  robes,  that  flew  redundant  in  the  winds.  2l» 

Next  with  the  youthful  Trojans  to  the  fport 

The  fair  Afcanius  ilTues  from  the  court. 

But  far  the  faireft,  and  fuprcmely  tall, 

Tow'rs  great  itneas,  and  outfhines  them  all. 

As  when  from  Lycia  bound  in  w'ntry  froil,  215 

Where  Xanthus'  ftreams  er.rich  the  fmiling  coaft. 

The  beauteous  Phcebus  in  high  pomp  retires. 

And  hears  in  Delos  the  triumph.int  quires ; 

The  Cretan  crowds  and  Dryopes  ad-.ance. 

And  painted  Scytliians  round  his  altars  dance;        220 

Fair  wreaths  of  vivid  bays  his  head  infold, 

His  locks  bound  backward  and  adorn'd  with  gold ; 

The  god  maj  .'flic  moves  o'er  Cynihus'  brows. 

His  golden  quiver  ratding  as  he  goes : 

So  mov'd  ./Eneas ;  fuch  his  charming  grace  ;  225 

So  glow'd  the  purple  bloom,  that  fiufii'd  his  godlike  face. 

Soon  as  the  train  amid  the  mountains  came. 
And  fiorm'd  the  covert  of  the  favage  game  ; 
The  goats  flew  bounding  o'er  the  craggy  brow 
From  rock  to  rock,  aiid  fought  the  fields  below.     230 

Here 
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Here  the  fleet  flags  chas'd  down  the  tow'ring  fteep. 

In  clouds  of  duil  through  the  long  valley  fivcep  : 

While  there,  exulting,  to  his  utmoft  fpeed 

The  young  Afcanius  fpurs  his  fiery  ftced, 

Outftrips  by  turns  the  flying  focia!  train,  235 

And  fcorns  the  meaner  triumphs  cf  the  plain : 

The  hopes  of  glory  all  his  foul  inflame; 

Eager  he  longs  to  run  at  nobler  game. 

And  drench  his  youthful  javelin  in  the  gore 

Of  the  fierce  lion,  or  the  mountain  boar.  240 

Meantime  loud  thunders  rattle  round  the  iky. 
And  hail  and  rain,  in  mingled  tempeil,  fly  ; 
V/hile  floods  on  floods,  in  fvvclling  turbid  tides. 
Roll  roaring  down  the  mountain's  channel'd  fides. 
The  young  x'^fcanius,  and  the  hunting  train,  245 

To  clofe  retreats  fled  diverfe  o'er  the  plain. 
To  the  Hime  gloomy  cave  widi  fpced  repair 
The  Trojan  hero  and  the  royal  fair. 
Earth  fhakes,  and  Juno  gives  the  nuptial  flgns ; 
With  quivering  flam.'s  the  glimmering  grotto  fnines :  250 
V/ith  light'ni.igs  all  the  confcious  ikies  are  fpread ; 
The  nymphs  run  fhrieking  rcund  the  mountain's  head. 
From  that  fad  day,  unhappy  Dido !  rofe 
Shame,  death,  and  ruin,  and  a  length  of  woes. 
Nor  fame  nor  cenfure  now  the  queen  can  move,      255 
No  more  flie  labours  to  conceal  her  love. 
Her  paifion  ilands  a\  ow'd ;  and  wedlock's  name 
Adorns  the  crime,  and  fLi.icl'.fies  the  ihame. 

Now  Fame,  tremendoi:s  fiend !  without  delay 
Through  Libyan  citi<;s  took  her  rapid  way.  26a 

Fame 
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Fame,  the  fwift  plague,  tliat  every  moment  grows. 

And  gains  new  ftrength  and  vigour  as  Ihe  goes. 

Fir  ft  fmall  with  fear,  flie  fwells  to  wond'rous  fize. 

And  ftalks  on  earth,  and  tow'rs  abo\e  the  fkies ; 

Whom,  in  her  wrath  to  heav'n,  the  teeming  earth  265 

Produc'd  the  laft  of  her  gigantic  birth ; 

A  monfter  huge,  and  dreadful  to  the  eye, 

Wi;h  rapid  feet  to  run,  or  wings  to  fly. 

Beneath  her  plumes  the  various  fury  bears 

A  thoufand  piercing  eyes  and  lill'ning  ears ;         270 

And  with  a  thoufand  mouths  and  babbUng  tongues 

appears. 

Thund'ring  by  night,  through  heaven  and  earth  fhe  flies ; 
No  golden  flumbers  feal  her  watchful  eyes ; 
On  tow'rs  of  battlement  ihe  fits  by  day. 
And  fliakes  whole  towns  with  terror  and  difmay;    275 
Alarms  the  world  around,  and,  perch'd  on  liigh. 
Reports  a  truth,  or  publiihes  a  lye. 
Now  both  flie  mingled  with  malignant  joy. 
And  told  the  nations,  that  a  prince  from  Troy 
Inflam'd  with  love  the  Tyrian  queen,  who  led         280 
The  godlike  ilrangcr  to  her  bridal  bed  f 
That  both,  indulging  to  their  fofc  dcfires. 
And  dea.1  to  cenfure,  melt  in  amorous  lires  ; 
From  every  thought  the  cares  of  ftate  remove. 
And  the  long  winter  pafs'd  away  in  love.  285 

This  tale  the  Fury  glories  to  dif^jlay. 
Then  to  the  king  larbas  bent  her  way ; 
With  jealous  rage  the  furious  p;ince  infpires. 
And  all  his  foul  witli  indignation  fires. 

Tliib 
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This  monarch  fprung  from  Ammon's  warm  embrace 

With  a  fair  nymph  of  Garamantic  race.  291 

The  mighty  king  a  hundred  temples  rais'd ; 

An  hundred  altars  that  with  vidtims  blaz'd. 

Through  all  his  realms,  in  honour  of  his  fire  j 

And  watch'd  the  hallow'd  everlalUng  fire;  2or 

With  various  wreaths  adorn'd  the  holy  door. 

And  drench'd  the  foil  with  confecrated  gore. 

Amid  the  ftatues  of  the  gods  he  ftands. 

And,  fpreading  forth  to  Jove  his  lifted  hands> 

Fir'd  with  the  tale,  and  raving  with  defpair,  300 

Prefers  in  bitternefs  of  foul  his  pray'r. 

Almighty  Jove !  to  whom  our  Moorifh  line 
In  large  libations  pour  the  generous  wine. 
And  feaft  on  painted  beds ;  fay,  father,  fay. 
If  yet  thy  eyes  thefe  flagrant  crimes  furvey.  305 

Or  do  we  vainly  tremble  and  adore, 
WHien  through  the  /kles  the  pealing  thunders  roar  ? 
Thine  are  the  bolts  ?  or  idly  do  they  fall. 
And  rattle  through  the  dark  aerial  hall  ? 
A  wand'ring  woman,  who  on  Libya  thrown,  310 

Rais'd  on  a  purchas'd  fpot  a  flender  town ; 
On  terms  ourfelf  prefcrib'd,  was  glad  to  gain 
A  barren  traft  that  runs  along  the  main ; 
The  profFer'd  nuptials  of  thy  fon  abhorr'd; 
But  to  her  throne  receives  a  Dardan  lord.  315 

And  lo  !  this  fecond  Paris  come  again. 
With  his  unmanly,  foft,  luxurious  train. 
In  fcented  treffes  and  a  mitre  gay. 
To  bear  my  bridci  his  ravilh'd  prize,  away ; 

WliIlc 
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While  {HII  in  vain  we  bid  thy  altars  flame,  320 

And  pay  our  vows  to  nothing  but  a  name. 

Him,  as  he  grafp'd  his  altars,  and  prefer'd 
His  wrathful  pray'r,  th'  almighty  father  heard ; 
Then  to  the  palace  turn'd  his  aweful  eye. 
Where,  carelefs  of  their  fame,  the  lovers  He.  325 

The  god,  that  fccne  offended  to  furvey, 
Charg'd  witli  his  liigh  command  the  fon  of  May : 

Fly,  fly,  my  fon,  cur  orders  to  perform  ; 
Mount  the  fleet  wind,  and  ride  the  rapid  ftorm ; 
Fly — to  yon  Dardan  chief  in  Carthage  bear  330 

Our  aweful  mandate  through  the  fields  of  air. 
Who  idly  ling 'ring  in  the  Ty  rian  ftate, 
Negledts  the  promis'd  walls  decreed  by  fate. 
Not  fuch  a  prince,  the  beauteous  queen  of  love 
(When  twice  Ihe  fav'd  him)  promis'd  him  to  Jove; 
A  prince  fhe  promis'd  who  by  deeds  divine  336 

Should  prove  he  fprung  from  Teucer's  martial  line ; 
Whofe  fword  imperial  Italy  fliould  awe, 
A  warlike  realm  !  and  give  the  world  the  law. 
If  no  fuch  glories  can  his  mind  inflame,  34.0 

If  he  neglefts  his  own  immortal  fame ; 
What  has  his  heir  the  young  Afcanius  done  ? 
Why  fliould  he  grudge  an  empire  to  his  fon  ? 
What  fcheme,  what  profpefl  can  the  chief  propofe. 
So  long  to  loiter  with  a  race  of  foes  ?  345 

The  promis'd  kingdom  to  regard  no  more. 
And  quite  negled  the  deflin'd  Latian  fliore  ? 
Hade — bid  him  (ail  — be  this  our  will;  and  bear 
With  fpeed  this  mandate  through  the  fields  of  air. 

Swift 
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Swift  at  the  word,  the  duteous  fon  of  May  350 

Prepares  tli'  almighty's  orders  to  obey ; 
Firft  round  his  feet  the  goId;;n  *vings  he  bound. 
That  fpeed  his  progrefs  o'er  the  feas  profound. 
Or  earth's  unmeafur'd  regions,  as  he  flies, 
Wrap'd  in  a  rapid  vvhirhvind,  down  the  fkies.  355 

Then  grafp'd  the  wand ;  the  wand  that  calls  the  ghofts 
From  hell,  or  drives  'em  to  the  Stygian  coafts. 
Invites  or  chafes  fleep  with  wond'rous  pow'r. 
And  opes  thofe  eyes  that  death  had  feal'd  before. 
Thus  arm'd,  on  wings  of  winds  fublimely  rode        360 
Through  heaps  of  opening  clouds  the  flying  god. 
From  far  huge  Atlas'  rocky  fides  he  fpies. 
Atlas,  whofe  head  fupports  the  ftarry  fkies  : 
Beat  by  the  winds  and  driving  rains,  he  fhrouds 
His  fhady  forehead  in  furrounding  clouds ;  365 

With  ice  his  horrid  beard  is  crufted  o'er ; 
From  his  bleak  brows  the  gufhing  torrents  pour ; 
Out-fpread,  his  mighty  flioulders  heave  below 
The  hoary  piles  of  everlalHng  fnow. 
Here  on  pois'd  pinions  iloop'd  the  panting  god;      370 
Then,  from  the  fteep,  fhot  headlong  to  the  flood. 
As  the  fvvift  fea-mew,  for  the  fifhy  prey. 
In  low  ex'curfions  fkims  along  the  fea. 
By  rocks  and  fhores,  and  wings  th'  aerial  way; 
So,  from  his  kindred  mountain,  Hermes  flies  375 

Between  th'  extended  earth  and  ftarry  fkies ; 
Thus  through  the  parting  air  his  courfe  he  bore. 
And,  gliding,  fkim'd  along  the  Libyan  Ihore. 

Soon 
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Soon  as  the  winged  god  to  Carthage  came. 

He  finds  the  prince  forgetful  of  his  fame  :  3  80 

The  rifmg  domes  employ  his  idle  hours> 

Th'  unfinifh'd  palaces  and  Tyrian  Tow'rs. 

A  fword  all  ftarr'd  with  gems,  and  fpanglcd  o'er 

With  yellow  jafpers,  at  his  fide  he  wore  ; 

A  robe  refulgent  from  his  fhoulders  flow'd  385 

That,  flaming,  deep,  with  Tyrian  crirafen  glow'd ; 

The  work  of  Dido;  whofe  unrivall'd  art 

With  flow'rs  of  gold  embroider'd  every  part. 

To  whom  the  god : — Thefe  hours  canfl  thou  employ 
To  raife  proud  Carthage,  heedlefs  prince  of  Troy  ?  390 
Thus  for  a  foreign  bride  to  build  a  town 
And  form  a  flate^  forgetful  of  tliy  own  ? 
The  lord  of  heav'n  and  earth,  almightv  Jove, 
With  this  command  difpatch'd  me  from  above; 
What  are  thy  hopes  from  this  thy  long  delay  ?         395 
Why  thus  in  Libya  pafs  thy  hours  away  ? 
If  future  empire  ceafe  thy  thoughts  to  raife. 
Or  the  fair  profpeft  of  immortal  praife; 
Regard  Afcanius,  prince,  the  rO}-al  boy  ; 
The  lafl^,  the  befl  furviving  hope  of  Troy  ;  400 

To  whom  the  Fates  decree,  in  time  to  come. 
The  long,  long  glories  of  imperial  Rome. 
He  fpoke,  and  fpeaking  left  him  gazing  there ; 
And  all  the  fluid  form  diilblv'd  in  air. 

The  prince  allonifh'd  flood,  with  horror  flung  ;  405 
Fear  rais'd  his  hair,  and  wonder  chain'd  his  tongue : 
Struck  and  alarm'd  with  fuch  a  dread  command. 
He  longs  to  leave  the  dear  enchanting  land. 

Eat 
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But  ah  1  with  what  aidrefs  Ihall  he  begin. 

How  fpeak  his  purpofe  to  the  raving  queen  ?  410 

A  thoufand  thoughts  his  wavering  ioui  divide. 

That  tarns  each  way,  and  itrains  on  every  fide : 

A  thoufand  projecls  labouring  i.i  his  hreafl. 

On  this  at  laft  he  fixes  as  the  beft : 

Mneftheus  and  brave  Cloanthus  he  commands 

To  rig  the  fleet,  to  fijmmoii  all  the  bands 

In  fecret  fdence  to  the  fliore,  and  hide 

The  luddsn  caufe,  that  bids  them  tempt  the  tide. 

Then  while  fair  Dido,  fick  with  fond  dcfire. 

Thinks  fjch  a  boundlefs  love  can  ne'er  exp^re,         420 

Himfelf  the  proper  meafures  will  prepare 

To  move  the  queen,  and  feize  with  watchful  care 

The  fofteft  moments  to  addrefs  the  fair. 

With  fpeed  impatient  fly  the  chiefs  away. 

And,  fir'd  v/ith  eager  joy,  the  p/ince  obey.  425 

But  foon  the  fraud  unhappy  Dido  fpies ; 
(For  what  can  'fcape  a  lover's  piercing  eyes. 
Who  e'en  in  fafety  fears  with  wild  affright?) 
She  firft  d'.fcern'd  the  msditated  flight ; 
And  Fame,  infernal  fiend,  the  news  coni'eys,  430 

The  fleet  was  rigg'd  and  launching  on  the  feas. 
Mad  with  defpair,  and  all  her  foul  on  flame. 
Around  the  city  raves  the  royal  dame  : 
So  the  fierce  Bacchanal  with  frantic  cries. 
Stung  by  the  god,  to  proud  Cithaeron  flies,  435 

And  thakes  her  ivy  fpear  and  raves  around. 
While  the  huge  mountain,  echoes  to  tht  found. 

Vol.  LIII.  C  At 


»S  PI  TT's    PG  EMS. 

At  length,  by  potent  love  and  grief  opprefs'U, 
The  queen,  htr  recreant  lover,  firft  addrefs'd  : 

And  could'll  thou  hope,  difTembler,  from  my  iight. 
Ah  !  wretch  perfidious  !  to  conceal  thy  flight  ?       441 
In  fuch  bafe  filence  from  my  realms  to  fail  ? 
Nor  can  our  vowi  and  plighted  hands  prevail. 
Nor  Dido's  cruel  death. thy  flight  detain  ? 
For  death,  death  only  .can  relieve  my  pain  :  445 

And  are  thy  veflels  launch'd,  while  winter  fweeps 
With  the  rough  northern  blall  the  roaring  deeps? 
Barbarian  I  fay,  if  Troy  herfelf.had  ftood, 
■Nor  foreign  realms  had  call'd  thee  o'er  the  flood, 
IWould'ft  thou  thy  fails, in  ilormyfeas  employ,         450 
And  brave  the  furgeto  gain  thy  lutive  Troy^? 
Me  will  you  fly,  to  tempt  the  dangerous  wa,ve  ? 
Ah  '.  by  the  tears  J  ftied,  the  hand  you  gave ; 
;(;For  thefc  ftill  mine,  and  only  thefe  remain.; 
The  tears  I  fhed,  tlxe  hand  you  gave  in  vain  !)        455 
By  thofe  late  folemn  nuptial  bands  I  plead. 
By  thofe  firft  pleafures  of  the  brid-al  bed ; 
If  e'er,  when  folded  in  your  circling  arms, 
•You  figh'd,  and  prais'd  tliele  now-neglected  ckirms : 
If  pray'r  can  move  thee,  with  this  pray'r  comply,  460  Z 
Regard,  uEneas,  with  a  pitying  eye 
A  falling  race,  and  lay  thy  purpofe  by. 
For  thee  Nuraidian, kings  in  arms  conlpire  ; 
•For  thee  have  I  iucens'd  the  fons  of  Tyre  ; 
For  thee  I  loft  my  honour  and  my  fame,  461; 

That  to  the  ^rs  »4vajnc'd  my  glorious  name. 

.jyiufi 
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Mull  I  in  death  thy  c-uci  fcorn  deplore. 

My  barbarous  guell  I — but  ah  ! — my  fpoufe  no  more ! 

What — ihall  I  wait,  till  iierct;  Pygmalion  pours 

From  Tyre  on  Carthage,  and  deftroys  my  tow'rs  ?  470 

Shall  I  in  proud  larbas'  chains  be  led 

A  Have,  a  captive  to  the  tyrant's  bed? 

Ah !-— had  I  brought,  before  thy  fatal  flight. 

Some  little  offspring  of  our  loves  to  light; 

If  in  my  regal  hall  I  could  furvey  47^ 

Some  princely  boy,  fome  young  ^^neas  play ; 

Thy  dear  refemblance  but  in  looks  alone ! 

I  fhould  not  feem  quite  widow'd  and  undone. 

She  faid ;  the  prince  Hood  ftill  in  grief  profound. 
And  fix'd  his  eyes  relentlefs  on  the  ground ;  480 

By  Jove's  high  will  admoniih'd  from  the  Ikies  j_ 
At  length  the  hero  thus  in  brief  replies. 

Your  bounties,  queen,  I  never  can  forget; 
And  never,  never  pay  the  mighty  debt ; 
But,  long  as  life  informs  this  fleeting  frame,  4.85 

My  foul  fliall  honour  fair  Eliza's  name. 
Then  hear  my  plea  :---By  Health  I  ne'er  deflgn'd 
To  leave  your  hofpitable  realm  behind  ; 
Forbear  the  thought ; — much  lefs  in  Libyan  lands, 
A  cafual  guell,  to  own  the  bridal  bands.  '  4^ 

Had  fate  allowM  me  to  confult  my  eafe. 
To  live  and  fettle  on  what  terms  I  pleafe; 
Still  had  I  ftay'd  in  Afia,  to  enjoy 
The  dear,  dear  relicks  of  my  native  Troy: 
Rais'd  royal  Priam's  rain  d  tow'rs  again,  495 

A  fecond  Ilion  for  my  vanquifli'd  train. 

C  2  Bui 
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But  no'A-,  fair  queen,  ApoHo's  high  command 

Has  caird  me  to  th2  flim'd  Italian  land  ; 

Thither,  infpir'd  by  oraclesj'  I  move; 

There  lies' my  country,  and  there  lies  my  love.       500 

If  you  your  rifmg  Carthage  thus  admire 

In  thefe  ftrangc  realms,  a  foreigner  from  Tyre, 

Why  fliould  not  Teucer's  race  be  free  to  gain 

The  Latian  kingdom,  as  the  gods  ordain? 

Oft  as  the  ftars  difplay  their  fiery  light,  505 

And  earth  lies'cover'd  in  the  fhades  cf  night. 

My  father's  angry  fpirit  blames  my  ftay. 

Stalks  round  my  bed,  and  fummons  me  away. 

Long  has  Afcanius  call'd  me  hence  in  \'ain. 

By- me  defrauded  of  his  deftin'd  reign.  5  10 

And  now,  ev'n  now,  the  meflenger  of  Jove 

(Both  gods  can  witnefs)  fliot  from  heav'n  above  : 

Charg'd  with  the  thunderer's  high  commands  he  flew. 

The  glorious  form  appear'd  in  open  view  : 

I  faw  him  pafs  thefe  lofty  walls,  and  hear  5  1 5 

His  aweful  voice  ftill  murmuring  in  my  ear. 

Then  ceafe,  my  beauteous  princcfs,  to  corn-plain ; 

Nor  let  us  both  be  difcompos'd  in  vain  : 

f  rem  thefe  dear  arms  to  Latium  forc'd  away; 

'Tis  fate  that  calls,  and  fate  I  mud  obey.  '520 

Thus  while  he  fpoke,  with  high  difdain  and  pride 
She  roU'd  her  wrathful  eyes  on  every  fide. 
That  glance  in  filence  o'er  the  guilty  man. 
And,  all  inflam'd  v/ith  fary,  fhe  began  : 

Perfidious  monfter  !  boafl  thy  birth  no  more;       525 
No  hero  got  thee>  and  no  goddefs  bore. 
;  No! 
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No  ! — tl)ou  wert  brought  by  Scytliian  rocks  to  day,  -j 
Bv  tigers  nurs'd,  and  favages  of  prey ;  S- 

But  far  mere  rugged,  wild,  and  fierce  than  they.       j 
Kor  why,  ah  !  why  the  traitor  fliould  I  fpare?  530 

What  bafcr  wrongs  can  I  be  doom'd  to  bear  r 
Did  he  once  deign  to  tjrn  his  fcornful  eyes  ?  -\ 

Did  he  once  groan  at  all  my  pie  cing  fighs .''  i. 

Drop'd  he  one  tear  in  pity  to  my  cries  ?  3 

Galm  he  look'd  on,  and  faw  my  pafiion  burfl.  535 

Which,  which  of  all  his  infults  was  the  woril  ? 
And  yetigreat  Jove  and  Juno  from  the  Iky 
Behold  his  treafon  with  a  carelefs  eye ; 
Guilt,  guilt  prevails ;  and  juHice  is  no  more. 
TJie  needy  wretch  jufl:  call  upon  my  fliore,  c±o 

Fool  as  I  was !  udch  open  arms  I  led 
At  once  a  partner  to  my  throne  and  bed ; 
From  inftant  death  I  fav'd  his  famifh'd  train. 
His  Ihatter'd  fleet  I  ftor'd  and  rigg'd  again. 
But  ah  I  rave;— my  foul  the  Fades  fire;  c^t 

Now  great  Apollo  warns  him  to  reti  e ; 
With  all  his  oracles  forbids  to  ftay ; 
And  now.  through  air  with  hafte  the  fon  of  May    . 
Conveys  Jove's  orders  from  the  bleil;  abodes; 
4  care  v.'ell  worthy  to  dilUirb  the  gods !  5  jO 

Go  tlien  ;  I  ple'd  not,  nor  thy  flight  delay;     , 
Go,  feek;  new  kingdoms  through  the  wat'ry  >yay :      .. 
But  there  m.ay  every  god,  thy  crime  provokes,      ■     - 
Reward  thy  guilt,  and  dr.fli  thee  on  the  rocks ; 
Then  fhalt  tJiou  call,  amid  the  howling  main,  555 

On  injur'd  Dido's  came,  jiorxaJl  in.- vain  j-  •  w  t.  ,••=>-  •- 
;-.     .  C  3  For, 
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For,  wrapt  in  fires,  I'll  follow  through  the  (ky, 

Flafh  in  thy  face,  or  glare  tremendous  by. 

When  death's  cold  hand  my  ftruggling  foul  fliall  free^ 

My  ghofl  in  every  place  Ihall  wait  on  thee  :  566 

My  vengeful  fpirit  fhall  thy  torments  know. 

And  fmile  with  tranfport  in  the  realms  bdow. 

With  that,  abrupt  fhe  took  her  fudden  flight ; 
Sick  of  the  day,  fhe  loaths  the  golden  light ; 
And  turns,  while  fiult'riig  he  attempts  to  fay         56J 
Ten  thoufand  things,  difdainfully  away  ; 
Sunk  in  their  arms  the  trembling  handma'ds  led 
The  fainting  princefs  to  the  regal  bed. 

But  thoug'i  the  pious  hero  tries  with  caie. 
And  melting  words,  to  focth  her  fierce  defpair,       57a 
Stung  with  the  pains  and  agn.^jes  of  love. 
Still  he  regg.'-dci  the  high  commands  of  Jove; 
Repairs  the  fleet ;  and  foon  the  bufy  ti-ain 
Roll  down  the  lofty  vefi'els  to  the  main. 
New-rigg'd,  the  mvy  glides  a'o  g  the  flood  j         575 
Whole  trees  they  bring,  unfafhion'd  from  the  wood. 
And  leafy  faplings  to  fupp'y  their  oais. 
Pour  fi'cm  the  to.vn,  and  darken  all  the  fliores. 
So  when  the  pifmires^  an  induftrious  train, 
Embody'd,  rob  fome  golden  heap  of  grain,  580 

Studioijs,  ere  flormy  winter  frowns,  to  lay 
Safe  in  their  darkfome  cells  the  treafur'd  prey; 
In  one  long  track  the  dufky  legions  lead 
Their  prize  in  triumph  through  the  verdant  mead  : 
Mere,  bending  with  the  load,  a  panting  throng       585 
Wkh-foice  conjotfi^dlxcave  foirie  huge  grain  along: 

Some 
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Some  lafh  the  ftragglers  to  the  tafk  afTign'd, 

Some,  to  their  ranks,  the  bands  that  lag  bdiind : 

They  crowd  the  peopled  path  in  thick  array. 

Glow  at  tlie  work,  and  darken  aH  the  way.  590 

At  that  fad  profpeft,  that  tormenting  fcene. 
What  thoughts,  what  woes  were  thine,  unhappy  queen! 
How  loud  thy  groans,  when  from  thy  lofty  tow'r 
Thy  eyes  furvey'd  the  tumult  on  the  fliore; 
When  on  the  floods  thou  heard'ft  the  fhouting  tr.nn  595 
Plough  with  reibunding  oars  the  wat'ry  plain  ? 
To  what  fubmiflions,  of  what  low  degree. 
Arc  mortals  uTg'd,  imperious  love,  by  thee  ? 
Once  more  ihe  flies  to  pray'rs  and  tears,  to  moA'e 
Th'  obdurate  prince ;  and  anger  melts  to  love  ;       600 
Tries  all  her  fuppliant  female  arts  again 
Before  her  death  ;— but  tries  'em  all  in  vain  : 

Sifter,  beheld,  from  every  fide  they  poar 
With  eager  fpeed,  and  gather  to  the  ftiore.  604 

Hafk— how  with  ftiouts  they  catch  the  fpringing  gales. 
And  crown  their  flniips,  and  fpre;'.d  their  flying  fails. 
Ah  !  had  I  once  forefeen  the  fatal  blow. 
Sure,  I  had  borne  this  mighty  weight  of  woe. 
Yet,  yet,  my  Anna,  this  one  trial  make 
For  thy  defpuiring,  dying  filler's  fake.  610 

For  ah  I   the  dear  perfidious  wretch,  I  fee. 
Lays  open  all  his  fccrct  foul  to  thee. 
In  all  his  thoughts  you  ever  bore  a  part. 
You  know  the  neareft  paflage  to  his  heart. 
Go  then,  dear  After,  as  a  fuppliant  go,  615 

Tell,  in  the  hambleft  terms,  my  haughty  foe, 

C  4  I  ne'er 
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I  ne'er  confpir'd  at  Aulis  to  defiroy. 

With  vengeful  Greece,  the  hapleis  race  of  Troy  ; 

Nor  font  erne  veil'^l  to  the  Phrygian  coall. 

Nor  rak'd  abroad  his  father's  facrcd  dull,  620 

From  all  the  pray'rs  a  dyi:;g  queen  prefers. 

Why  wi'il  he  turn  his  unrekntiiig  ears  ? 

Whi.her,  ah  whither,  v/iil  the  tyrant  fiy? 

I  beg  but  this  oie  grace  before  i  die. 

To  wait  for  calmer  feas  and  fofcer  gales  625 

To  fmooth  the  lioods,  and  fill  his  opening  fails. 

Tell  my  perfidious  lover,  I  implore 

The  name  of  wedlock,  he  difclainis  no  more  : 

No  more  hu  purpos'd  voyage  I  detain 

From  beauteous  Lat-.um,  and  his  dellin'd  reign.      630 

For  fome  fmall  interval  of  time  I  move. 

Seme  ftiort,  fhort  fcafon  to  fubdue  my  love ; 

Till  reconcil'd  to  this  unhappy  ftate, 

I  grow  at  laft  famiiar  with  my  ftte : 

This  favour  if  he  grant,  my  death  (hall  pleafe         635 

His  cruel  foul,  and  fet  us  both  at  eafe. 

Thus  pray'd  the  queen  ;  the  fifler  b  ars  in  vain 
The  moving  melTage,  and  returns  again. 
He  Hand  inflexible  to  pray'rs  and  tears. 
For  Jove  and  Fate  had  flop'd  the  hero's  ears.  640 

As  o'er  th',  aerial  Alps  fublirnely  fpread, 
Sv'>me  aged  oak  uprears  his  revermd  head ; 
This  way  and  tljiat  the  furious  tempers  blow. 
To  lay  the  monarch  of  th^-  mountains  low  ; 
Th'  imperial  plant,  thcigh  nodding  at  the  found,  645 
Though  all  his  fcattcr'd  hajr-ouiS  ftrow  the  ground. 

Safe 
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Safe  in  his  ftrength,  and  feated  on  the  rock, 
In  naked  majeily  deEes  the  iliock  : 
High  as  tiie  head  ihoots  to.v'ring  to  the  ikies, 
§0  deep  the  root  in  hell's  foundation  lies.  650 

Thus  is  the  prince  befieg'd  by  conftant  pray'rs : 
But  though  his  heart  relents  at  Dido's  cares, 
StUl  firm  the  di*5tates  of  his  foul  remain. 
And  tears  are  Ihed,  and  vows  prefcr'd  in  vain. 
.  Now  tir'd  with  life  abandon'd  Dido  grows  ;         655 
Now  bent  on  fate,  and  harrals'd  with  her  wees. 
She  loaths  the  da}-,  llie  fickens  at  the  llcy. 
And  longs,  in  bittcrneis  of  ioul,  to  die. 
To  urge  the  fcheme  of  de.ith  aheady  laid. 
Fall  many  a  direful  om.en  ihe  fu:  vey  d :  669 

Vv'hi!e  to  the  gods  ftie  poar'd  the  wine,  (he  view'd 
The  pure  libation  turn'd  to  Lihlc  bicod. 
This  horrid  omen  to  he  rfelf  rcveard, 
Ev'n  frcm  her  filler's  ears  (lie  kept  conccal'd  ; 
Yet  more— a  temple,  where  llie  paid  her  vows,      66^ 
Rofe  in  the  palace  to  h-  r  former  fpoufe ; 
A  marble  ftrufture  ;  this  fhe  drefs'd  around 
With  fnowy  woo! ;  with  facred  chaplets  crown 'd. 
From  hence,  when  gloomy  night  fucc^eds  the  day. 
Her  hulband  feems  to  fummon  her  away.  670 

Perch 'd  in  the  roof  the  bird  of  night  complains. 
In  one  fad  length  of  melancholy  ftrains ; 
Now  dire  prediftions  rack  her  mind,  foretold 
By  prefcient  fages,  and  the  feers  of  old  ; 
Now  ftern  iEneas,  her  eternal  theme, 
Kaunts  her  diilraded  foul  in  ev'ry  dream  ; 
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In  flumber  now  (lie  feems  to  travel  on. 

Through  dreary  wilds,  abahdon'd  and  alone  ; 

And  treads  a  dark  uncomfortable  p'ain. 

And  feeks  her  Tyrians  o'er  the  vvafte  in  vain.  68«> 

So  Pentheus  rav'd,  when,  fiaifiing  to  his  eyes/ 

He  faw  the  Furies  from  the  deep?  arife  ; 

And  new'd  a  double  Thebes  with  wild  amaze. 

And  two  bright  fims  with  rival  glories  bkze. 

So  bounds  the  mad  Orelles  o'er  the  ftagc,  6Se 

With  looks  diflraded,  from  his  mother's  rage; 

Arm'd  with  her  fcoutge  of  fnakes  /he  drives  him  on. 

And,  wrapt  in  flames,  pu'rfues  her  murdering  fon  ; 

He  flies,  but  flies  in  vain  ;---the  Furies  wait. 

And  iiends  in  forms  trefnendoas  guard  the  gate.      696 

At  length  dillracted,  and  by  love  o'ercome, 
Refolv'd  on  death*  fne  meditates  het  doom ; 
Appoints  the  time  to  end  her  mighty  v/oe. 
And  takes  due  meafures  for  the  purpos'd  blow. 
Then  her  fad  filler  Ihe  with  fnniles  addrefs'd,  695 

Hope  in  her  looks,  but  anguiih  at  her  brcart  : 

Anna,  partake  my  joy,  for  lo  !  1  find 
The  fole  expedient  that  can  cure  my  mind, 
Relieve  my  foul  for  ever  from  her  pain^ 
Or  bring  my  lover  to  my  arms  again.  ^dd 

Near  Ocean's  utmoft  bound,  a  region  lies, 
Where  mighty  Atlas  props  the  up.rry  fkies ; 
There  Hves  a  prieiiefs  of  Mafl}  lian  llr.iin. 
The  guardian  of  the  rich  Hcfperinn  fane ; 
Who  wont  the  wakeful  oragcr  once  to  feed  /"O^ 

With  honeyd  cakes,  and  popp\^'s  drowfy  feed. 

That 
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That  round  the  tree  his  fhining  volumes  foll'd 

To  guard  the  fac  ed  balls  of  blooming  gold. 

By  magic  charms  ihe  matron  can  remove. 

Or  fiercely  kindle  all  the  fires  of  love  j  yi<S 

Roll  back  the  ftars ;  flop  rivers  as  they  flow ; 

And  call  grim  fpeftres  from  the  realrris  of  \vtie. 

Trees  leave  their  mountains  at  her  potent  cjill; 

Beneath  her  footlleps  grbaiis  the  trembling  ball : 

But  witncfs  thou,  and  all  ye  gods  on  high,  ji^ 

With  what  regret  to  magic  rites  I  fly. 

Go  then,  ereft  with  fpeed  and  fecret  care. 

Within  the  court,  a  pile  in  open  air. 

Bring  all  the  traitor's  arms  and  robes,  and  fpread 

Above  the  heap  oiir  fatal  brida!  bed.  j2Q 

The  facred  dame  commands  me  to  defiroy 

All,  all  memorials  of  that  wretch  from  Troy. 

Thus  uith  dilTemb'tng  arts  the  phncci^  fpokfi : 
A  deadly  palenefs  fpread^  o'er  all  her  Ibtk. 
Nor  could  her  V7retcned  fifler  brice  divine  ^25 

Theie  rites  could  cover  fuch  a  dire  defigri. 
Nor  deem'd  a  lover  treacherous  to  his  vows 
Should  more  afflifl  her  than  her  miirder'd  fpoufe  j 
But  rears  a  pile  of  oaks  and  firs  on  high, 
Within  the  court,  beneath  the  naked  Iky.  734 

With  wreaths  the  queen  adorn'd  the  flrufture  rcand ; 
And  with  funereal  greens  and  garlands  crown'd: 
Next  big  with  death,  the  fword  and  robe  fhe  fpread. 
And  plac'd  the  dear,  dear  image  on  the  bed. 

Amidfl  her  altars,  with  dilhevel'd  hairs,  73^ 

Her  horrid  rites  the  pritilefs  now  prepares. 

Thun- 
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Thund'ring  flie  cal's,  in  many  a  dreadful  found. 

On  Chaos  hoar,  and  Erebus  profound ; 

On  hideous  Hecate,  from  hell's  abodes, 

^The  threefold  Djan  i)  and  a  hundred  gods.  740 

The  place  fi^e  fprinkled,  where  her  altars  Hood, 

With  flre-ams  diffembled  from  Avernus'  flood. 

And  blac'c  envenom'd  herbs- (he  brings,  reap'd  down 

With  brazen  fickles,  by  the  glimmering  mopn. 

Then  crops  the  potent  knots  of  love  with  care,        745 

That  from  the  youn»  ^ftrange  the  parent  mare. 

Now  with  a  l^acred  cake  gnd  lifted  hands. 

All  bent  on  death,  before  her  altar  ftands 

The  royal  viilim,  the  de-vot-d  fair; 

yer  robes  were  gatherd,  and  one  foot  was  bare.    750 

She  calls  on  every  ftar  in  folemn  ftate, 

\Vhofe  guilty  beams  fliine  ccnfcioi  s  of  her  fate  : 

She  caUs  to  wltnefs  every  god  above. 

To  pay  due  vengeance  for  her  injur'd  love. 

'T was  night ;  and,  weary  with  the  toils  of  day,      755 

In  foft  repofe  the  whole  creation  lay. 

The  murmurs  of  the  groves  and  furges  die. 

The  ftars  roll  folemn  thrcigh  ths  glov./ing  fky  ; 

\Vide  o'er  the  fields  a  brooding  filence  rcignsi 

The  flocks  lie  ftretch'd  along  the  flow'ry  plains;     760 

The  furious  favages  that  haunt  the  woods-. 

The  panted  birds,  the  fifhes  of  the  floods; 

AH,,  all,  beneatli  the  general  u^rkncfs,  (hare 

In  deep,  a  foft  forgetfulnefs  of  care  ; 

J^\]  but  the  hapl:fs  qu?en;  — for  \ovi  denies  765 

Rsil  to  her  thought?,  ondiflumber  to. .her x}-*.    .    . 
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Her  paffions  grow  Hill  fiercer,  ar,d  by  turns  : 

With  love  ftie  maddens,  and  with  wrath  fne  burns. 
The'  ftruggling  tides  in  different  motions  roll. 
And  thus  Ihe  vents  the  tempeft  of  her  foul:  yyo 

What  fhall  I  do  ? — fhall  I  in  vain  implore 
The  royal  lovers  I  difdain'd  before  ? 
Or,  flighted  in  my  turn  with  haughty  pride. 
Court  the  fierce  tyrant  whom  I  once  deny'd? 
Shall  1  the  Trojans  bafe  commands  obey,  775 

Their  flavc,  their  fuppliant,  through  the  watry  way  ? 
Yes — for  my  bounties,  and  my  former  aid 
By  Troy  already  fland  fo  well  repaid ! 
And  yet  fuppofe  I  were  inclin'd  to  go ; 
The  haughty  failors  would  but  mock  my  w^oe.         780 
Haft  thou  not  yet,  not  yet,  Eliza,  known 
The  perjur'd  fons  of  proud  Laomcdon  ? 
V/hat ! — fhall  I  follow  through  the  roaring  main. 
Sole  and  abandon'd,  their  triumpliant  train. 
Or  drive  'em  through  the  deeps  with  fxvord  and  fire,  785 
W"ith  all  my  armies,  all  the  fons  of  Tyre  ? 
But  can  I  draw  to  fea  thofe  Tyrian  bands 
I  drew  reludtant  from  their  native  lands? 
Die  then  as  thoii  deferv'lt;  in  deathrepofe; 
The  fword,  the  friendly  f.vord,  fhall  end  thy  woes.  790 
You  firft,  dear  filter,  by  my  for;ow3  mov'd, 
Expos'd  me  rafhly  to  the  wretch  I  lov'd ; 
Ycur  prompt  obedience,  and  officious  care 
Fann'd  the  young  flame,  and  plung'd  me  in  defpair. 
Oh  1  had  I  learn  "d  lii^e  fifvages  to  rove,  795 

And  never  known  the  wcei  ef  bridal  love  I 

I  prov'd 
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I  prov'd  utifaithful  to  my  former  ipoufc. 
And  now  I  reap  the  fruits  of  .broken  vows ! 

Thus  vents  the  mournful  queen,  by  love  oppreft* 
•The  griff  tha,t  rag'd  tuniukuous  in  her  breail.  ^op 

Meantime  with  ail  .things  ready  for  his  flight. 
In  thouglitlefs  fleep  the  hero  pafl  the  night. 
To  wliom  again  the  fcather'd  Hermes  came» 
His  youthfjU  iigure,  looks  and  voice  the  fime, 
^A.nd  thus  alarms  the  flinnb'ring  prince  once  more  ;  §05 
W{ut— can'fl  ^u  ileep  in  this  important  hour? 
Nor  all  thy  dangers  canft  thou  yet  furvey  / 
Nor  hear  the  zephyrs  cdl  thee  to  the  fea  ? 
Mad  as  thou  art  I  —  determin'd  on  her  doom> 
•She  form^defigns  of  mifchiefs  yet  to  come.  3.10 

Then  fiy  her  fury  while  thou  yet  canil  fly. 
Before  Aurora  gilds  the  purple  fky ; 
Fly,-T-Qr.the  floods  fiiall  Toon  be  cover'd  o'er 
With  numerous  fleets,  and  armies  crowd  tiie  {hore> 
And  direful  brands  with  long-projeifted  rays,  8.15 

Shall  fet  the, land  and  ocean  in  a  blaze. 
Ev'n  now  her  dread  revcr.ge  is  on  the  wing; 
Rife,  prince ;  a  woman  is  a  changeful  thing. 
This  faid,  at  once  he  took  his  rapid  flight, 
Pifiblv'd  in  air,  and  mingled  with  the  night.  820 

The  hero  ftarts  from  fleep  in  wild  furprife. 
Struck  "Aith  the  glorious  viflon  from  the  Ikies, 
Ajid  roiifes  all  the  train :  awake,  unbind. 
And  flxetch,  my-friends,  the  canvas  to  the  wind  ; 
^Seize,  feize  your  oars  ;  the  god  defcends  again,      825 
To  bid  me  fly,  ajid  launch  into  tlie  main. 

Who- 
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Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  bleft  celeftial  guide. 

Thy  courfe  we  follow  through  the  foamy  tide  ; 

With  joy  thy  facred  orders  we  obey ; 

And  may  thy  friendly  ftars  dired  the  way.  8^0 

Sudden,  he  drew  his  fword  as'  thus  he  faid. 

And  cut  the  haulfers  with  the  flaming  blade; 

With  the  fame  ardor  .fir'd,  the  fhouting  train 

Fly,  feize  their  oars,  and  rufh  into  the  main. 

At  once  the  floods  with  fhips  were  cover'd  o'er,       S3.5 

And  not  one  Trojan  left  upon  the  fhore ; 

All  ftretching  to  the  ftroke,  with  vigour  fwcep 

The  whitening  furge,  and  plough  the  fmoldng  deep. 

Now  o'er  the  glittering  lawns  Aurora  fpread 
•Her  orient  beam,  and  left  her  golden  bed.  840 

Soon  as  the  queen  at  early  dawn  beheld 
The  navy  iriove  Along  the  wat'ry  field, 
Jn  ponvp  and  order,  from  her  lofty  tow'r; 
And  faw  th'  abandon'd  port,  and  empty  fhpre; 
Thrice  her  fierce  hands  in  madnefs  of  defpair  g^e 

Beat  her  white  breaft,  and  tore  her  golden  hair. 

Then  Ihall  the  traitor  fly,  ye  gods !   (flie  faid) 
And  ]ea\  e  my  kingdom,  and  infulted  bed  ? 
And  lliall  not  Carthage  pour  in  arms  away? 
^nn  there,  and  launch  my  navies  on  the  fea.  850 

Fly,  fly  with  all  your. fails,  ye  fons  of  Tyre; 
Hurl  flames  on  flames;  involve. his  fleet  in  fire. 
What  have!  faid  ? — ah !  impotent  and  vain  I 
I  rave,  1  rave — what  madnefs  turns  my  brain? 
No>.v  can  you,  Dido,  at  Jo  late  a  time,  855 

Rcfleift  with  horror  on  your  former  crime? 

WcH 
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Well  had  this  rage  been  fhown,  when  firft  you  led 

The  wretch,  a  partner  to  your  throne  and  bed. 

This  is  tiie  prince,  the  pious  prince,  who  bore 

His  gods  and  relicks  from  the  Furygian  ihore !        86o 

And  fafe  convey'd  iiio  venerable  lire  1 

On  his  own  ihoulders  through  tae  Trojan  fire ! 

Could  I  not  tear,  aid  throw  hitn  for  a  prey. 

Bale  wretch  !   to  every  moiurcr  of  tne  l;;a  ? 

Stab  all  his  friends,  his  darling  fun  deftrcy,  865 

And  to  his  table  fe.ve  the  murder'd  boy  ? 

For  bent  on  death,  and  valiant  from  dcfpa'r. 

Say — could  I  dread  the  doubtfal  chance  of  war? 

No — but  my  hames  had  redden'd  all  tne  leas ; 

Wrapt  a.l  the  flying  navy  in  the  blaze;  87* 

Deftroy'd  the  race,  the  father  and  me  fon. 

And  crovvn'd  the  general  ruin  with  my  own. 

Thou  glorious  fun  !  whofe  piercing  eyes  furvey 

Thefe  worlds  terreftrial  in  thy  fiery  way. 

And  thou,  O  Juno  !  bend  thy  a'v°ful  head,  875 

Great  queen,  aid  guardian  cf  tae  bridai  bed; 

Hear  thou,  dire  Hecate  !  from  hell  profound, 

Whofe  rites  ncdurnal  through  the  ftreets  reound. 

Hear  all  ye  furies- ,  fiends,  and  gods,  who  wait 

To  pay  due  vengeance  for  Eliza's  fate  I  880 

If  to  the  delH.i'd  port  the  wretch  muft  come. 

If  fuch  be  Jove's  unalterable  doom  : 

Still  let  i.iiTi  wander,  tofs'd  from  place  to  place. 

Far  from  his  country,  and  his  fon's  ernbrac?. 

By  barbarous  nations  harrafs'd  with  alarms ;  885 

And  take  the  field  with  unfuccefsful  arms ; 

For 
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For  foreign  aid  to  diflant  regions  fly. 

See  all  his  friends  a  common  carnage  lie ; 

And  when  he  gains,  his  ruin  to  compleat, 

A  peace  more  Ihameful  than  his  part  defeat;  890 

Nor  life  nor  empire  let  him  long  maintain. 

But  fall,  by  murderous  hands  untimely  flain. 

And  lie  unburied  on  the  naked  plain  ! 

This  vow,  ye  gods,  Eliza  pours  in  death, 

Vv''ith  her  lal>  blood,  and  her  lall  gafping  breath !    895 

Oh  I -—in  the  filent  grave  when  Dido  lies. 

Rife  in  thy  rage,  thou,  great  avenger,  rife  ! 

Againft  curs'd  Troy,  go  mighty  fon  of  Tyre, 

Go,  in  the  pomp  of  famine,  fword,  and  fire  ! 

And  you,  my  Tyrians,  v/ith  immortal  hate,  900 

In  future  times,  purfue  the  Dardan  ftate. 

No  peace,  no  commerce  with  the  race  be  made : 

Pay  this  lafl:  duty  to  your  princefs'  fhade ; 

Fight,  when  your  povv'rs  fupplies  fo  jufl  a  rage ; 

Fight  nov/,  fight  ftill,  in  every  diftant  age ;  905 

By  land,  by  fea,  in  arms  the  nation  dare. 

And  wage,  from  fon  to  fon,  eternal  war ! 

This  faid,  fhe  bends  her  various  thoughts  to  clofe 
Her  hated  life,  and  finifh  all  her  woes. 
Then  to  her  huiband's  nurfe  fhe  gave  command,     910 
(Her  own  lay  bury'd  in  her  native  land) 
Go,  Barce,  go,  and  bid  my  filler  bring 
The  fable  viftims  for  the  Stygian  king. 
But  firft  be  fprinkled  from  the  limpid  fpring. 
Thus  let  her  come  ;  and,  while  I  pay  my  vows,      915 
Thou  too  in  fillets  bind  thy  aged  brows. 

Vol.  LIIL  D  Fain 
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Fain  would  I  kindle  now  the  facrcd  pyre. 

And  fee  the  Trojan  image  fink  in  fire. 

Thus  I  compl_te  the  rites  to  Stygian  Jove, 

And  then  farewell— a  long  farewell  to  love  !  920 

She  faid  ;  the  matron,  lludious  to  obey. 

With  duteous  fpeed  runs  trembling  all  the  way. 

Now  to  the  fatal  court  fierce  Dido  flics. 
And  rolls  around  her  fiery  glaring  eyes ; 
Though  pale  and  fliivering  at  her  purpos'd  doom,  925 
And  every  dreadful  thought  of  death  to  come  : 
Yet  many  a  crimfon  flulh,  with  various  grace. 
Glows  on  her  cheek,  and  kindles  in  her  face. 
Furious  fhc  mounts  the  pyre,  and  draws  the  fword. 
The  fatal  prefent  of  the  Dardan  lord  ;  930 

For  no  fuch  end  beftow'd ;-— the  confcious  bed. 
And  robes  (he  view'd  j  and  tears  in  filence  (hed  ; 
Stood  ftill,  and  paus'd  a  moment,— then  Ihe  caft 
Her  body  on  the  couch,  and  fpoke  her  !aft  : 

Ye  dear,  dear  relicks  of  the  man  I  lov'd  !  935 

While  fate  confented,  and  the  gods  approv'd. 
Relieve  my  woes,  this  rage  of  love  control. 
Take  my  laft  breath,  and  catch  my  parting  foul. 
My  fatal  courfe  is  finifh'd,  and  I  go 
A  ghoft  majeftic  to  the  realms  below.  94.0 

Well  have  I  liv'd  to  fee  a  glorious  town 
Rais'd  by  thefe  hands,  and  bulwarks  of  my  own  ; 
Of  all  its  trophies  robb'd  my  brother's  fword. 
And  on  the  wretch  reveng'd  my  murther'd  lord. 
Happy  !  thrice  happy  !  if  the  Dardan  band  945 

Had  never  touch'd  upon  the  Libyan  land. 

Then 
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Then  prelling  with  her  lips  the  Trojan  bed. 
Shall  I  then  die,  and  unreveng'd  ?   (fhe  faid) 
Yet  die  I  will, — and  thus,  and  thus,  I  go- 
Thus— fly  with  pleafure  to  the  Ihades  below,  950 
This  blaze  may  yon'  proud  Trojan  from  the  fea. 
This  death,  an  omen  of  his  ownj  furvey. 

Meantime,  the  fad  attendants,  as  flie  fpoke. 
Beheld  her  ftrike,  and  fmk  beneath  the  ftroke. 
At  once  her  fnowy  hands  were  purpled  o'er,  955 

And  the  bright  faulchion  fmok'd  with  ftreaming  gore. 
Her  fudden  fate  is  blaz'd  the  city  round ; 
The  length'ning  crieS  from  ftreet  to  itreet  refound ; 
To  female  Ihricks  the  regal  dome  replies. 
And  the  fhrill  echoes  ring  amidfl  the  ikies ;  960 

As  all  fair  Carthage,  or  her  mother  Tyre, 
Storm'd  by  the  foe,  had  funk  in  floods  of  lire ; 
And  the  fierce  flame  devour'd  the  proud  abodes. 
With  all  the  glorious  temples  of  the  gods. 

Her  breathlefs  filler  runs  with  eager  pace,  96c 

And  beats  her  throbbing  breaft,  and  beauteous  face. 
Fierce  through  the  parting  crowds  tlie  vii-gin  flies. 
And  on  her  dying  dear  Eliza's  cries. 
Was  this,  my  Dido,  ah  !  was  this  the  way 
You  took,  your  eafy  fifter  to  betray  ?  9^0 

Was  it  for  this  my  hands  prepar'd  the  pyre. 
The  fatal  altar,  and  the  funeral  fire  ? 
Where  fhall  my  plaints  begin  ?---a]i !  wretch  undone 
Now  left  abandon'd  to  my  woes  alone  ! 
Was  I  unworthy  then,  to  yield  my  breath,  975 

And  fliare  thy  fweet  fociety  in  death  r 

D  2  Me, 
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Me,  me  you  fliould  have  call'd,  your  fate  to  fhare 
From  the  i'ame  weapon,  and  the  lame  dcfpair. 
And  did  thele  hands  the  lofty  pile  compofe  ? 
Did  I  invoke  our  gods  with  folemn  vows  ?  080 

Only- --ah  cruel!  to  be  fent  away 
From  the  fad  fcene  of  death  J  now  furvey  ? 
You  by  this  fatal  llroke,  and  I,  and  all. 
Your  fenate,  people,  and  your  Carthage  fall. 
Bring,  bring  me  water;  let  me  bathe  in  death         985 
Her  bleeding  wounds,  and  catch  her  parting  breath. 
Then  up  the  fteep  afcent  (he  fiew,  and  prell 
Her  dying  filler  to  her  heaving  breaft ; 
With  cries  fuccceding  cries  her  robes  unbound. 
To  ftanch  the  blood  that  iflu'd  from  the  wound.      990 
Her  bofom  groaning  with  convulfive  pain,  ~i 

She  ftrives  to  raife  her  heavy  lids  in  vain,  > 

And  in  a  moment  finks,  and  f.voons  again.  J 

Prop'd  on  her  elbow,  thrice  fhe  rear'd  her  head, 
And  thrice  fell  back,  and  fainted  on  the  bed ;  995 

Sought  with  her  fwimming  eyes  the  golden  light. 
And  faw  the  fun,  but  iicken'd  at  the  light. 
Then  mighty  Juno,  with  a  melting  eye. 
Beheld  her  dreadful  anguifli  from  the  fky ; 
And  bade  fair  Iris,  from  the  ftarry  pole,  I  oco 

Fly,  and  enlarge  her  agonizing  foul : 
For  as  fhe  dy'd  by  love  before  the  time. 
Nor  fell  by  fate,  nor  perilli'd  for  a  crime. 
Not  yet  liad  Proferplne,  with  early  care, 
Clip'd  from  her  head  the  fatal  golden  hair;  looj 

The 
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The  folemn  ofFeiing  to  the  pow'rs  below. 

To  free  the  fpirit,  and  relieve  her  woe. 

Swift  from  the  glancing  fun  the  goddefs  drew 

A  thoufand  mingling  coloars,  as  iTie  flew  : 

Then  radiant  hover'd  o'er  the  dying  fair;  10 10 

And  lo  !  this  conrecrated  lock  I  bear 

To  Stygian  Jove  :  and  now,  as  heav'n  ordains, 

Releafe  thy  foul  from  thefe  corporeal  chains. 

The  goddefs  flretch'd  her  hand,  as  thus  fhe  faid. 

And  clip'd  the  facred  honours  of  her  head;  1015 

Tlie  vital  fpirit  flies,  no  more  confi.i'd, 

DiiTolves  in  air,  auJ  mingles  with  the  wind. 


End  of  the  Fourth  Book. 
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A    R    G    U    M    E    N    T, 

^neas  fetting  fail  from  Africk,  is  driven  by  a  ftorm  on 
the  coafts  of  Sicily,  where  he  is  hofpitably  received 
by  his  friend  Acefles,  king  of  part  of  die  ifland,  and 
born  of  Trojan  parentage.  He  celebrates  the  me- 
mory of  his  father  with  divine  honours,  inftitutes 
funeral  games,  and  appoints  prizes  for  thofe  who 
Ihould  conquer  in  them.  While  the  ceremonies  were 
performing,  Juno  fends  Iris  to  perfaade  the  Trojan 
women  to  burn  the  (hips,  who,  upon  her  inftigation, 
fet  fire  to  them  ;  which  burnt  four,  and  would  have 
confumed  the  reft,  had  not  Jupiter  by  a  fudden  Ihower 
extinguifhed  it.  Upon  this,  .^Eneas,  by  the  advice  of 
one  of  his  generals,  and  a  vifion  of  his  father,  builds 
a  cit)'^,  for  the  women,  old  men,  and  others,  who  were 
either  unfit  for  war,  or  weary  of  the  voyage  ;  and 
fails  for  Italy.  Venus  procures  of  Neptune  a  fafe 
voyage  for  him  and  all  his  men,  excepting  only  his 
pilot  Palinurus,  who  was  unfortunately  loll. 
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"T^yOW  with  a  profjs'rGus  breeze,  ^neas  held 

^    His  deftia'd  coarfe,  andplough'd  the  wat'ry  field; 
Unhappy  Dido's  funeral  flames  furveys. 
That  gild  the  fpires,  and  round  the  bulwarks  blaze ; 
But  foon  the  hidden  caufe  the  prince  divin'd  5 

From  the  knov.Ti  tranfports  of  a  female  mind  ; 
With  fuch  a  whirl  their  fiery  paffions  move. 
In  the  mad  rage  of  difappointed  love  ! 

Now  o'er  the  deep  the  rapid  gallies  fly. 
And  the  vaft  round  was  only  wave  and  llcy.  10 

A  cloud  all  charg'd  with  livid  darknefs  fpreads, 
Elack'ning  the  floods,  and  gatheri.ig  o'er  their  heads. 
Aloud  the  careful  Paiinurus  cries  ; 
Lo  !  what  a  dreadful  ftorm  involves  the  (kies  1 
Oh  !  Neptune,  mighty  father  of  the  main  !  15 

What  tempefls  threaten  from  thy  wat'ry  reign  ? 
Then  he  commands  to  furl  the  fails,  and  fweep 
With  every  bending  car  the  foamy  deep. 
Himfelf,  to  break  the  blaft,  his  fails  inclin'd. 
And  fled  obliquely  witii  tlie  driving  wind.  20 

Oh  !  mighty  prince,  the  trembling  mafter  cr)'d. 
Scarce  could  I  hope,  in  fuch  a  tolTing  tide. 

To 
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To  reach  Hefperia  and  furmount  the  flood. 

Though  Jove  had  paft  the  piomife  of  a  God. 

See  !  from  the  well  what  thwarting  winds  arife  !        25 

How  in  one  cloud  are  gatliered  half  the  fkies  ! 

In  vain  our  courfe  we  labour  to  maintain. 

And,  flruggling,  work  againft  the  llorm  in  vain. 

Let  us,  fince  fortune  mocks  our  toil,  obey. 

And  fpeed  our  voyage,  where  fhe  points  the  way.     30 

For  not  far  diftant  lies  the  realm,  that  bore 

Your  brother  Eryx,  the  Sicilian  fliore. 

If  right  I  judge,  whofe  eyes  with  conilant  care 

Have  watch'd  the  heav'ns,  retracing  every  ilar. 

I  fee,  reply'd  the  prmce,  thy  fiuitlefs  pain,  35 

That  long  has  ftruggled  with  the  winds  in  vain. 
Then  change  thy  courfe,  the  vvhiiling  gufts  obey. 
And  fteer  with  open  fails  a  different  way. 
Oh  !  to  what  dearer  land  can  1  retreat  ? 
There  I  may  rig  again  my  fhatter'd  fleet :  40 

That  land  my  father's  facred  duft  contains. 
And  there  my  Trojan  friend,  Aceftes  reigns. 
This  faid,  they  fteer  their  courfe  ;  the  weftern  gales 
With  friendly  breezes  ftretch  their  bellying  iails ; 
Smooth  o'er  the  tides  the  flying  navy  pail,  45 

And  reach'd  with  joy  tlie  well-knowTi  fliore  at  laft. 

The  king  with  wonder  from  a  mountain's  brow 
Beheld  the  fleet  approach  the  coaK  bclov/ ; 
Then,  with  a  javelin  in  his  hand,  defcends. 
Clad  in  a  lion's  fpoils,  to  meet  his  friends,  50 

This  monarch  fprung  from  great  Crinifus'  flood ; 
His  Trojan  mother  mingling  with  the  god. 

With 
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With  due  regard  he  hails  the  kindred  train, 
Arriv'd  from  Carthage  at  his  realms  again ; 
With  feafts  their  fainting  fpirits  he  reflor'd ;  ^5 

And  rural  viands  crown'd  the  generous  board. 

Now  the  diminifh'd  ftars  had  fled  away 
Before  the  glories  of  the  dawning  day. 
His  friends  ^Eneas  fununon'd  from  the  coaft ; 
Then  from  a  rifing  point  befpoke  the  holt :  60 

Ye  far-fam'd  fons  of  Troy,  a  race  divine, 
Whofe  fathers  fprung  from  Jove's  immortal  line. 
Now  the  full  circle  of  the  year  nms  round. 
Since  we  difpcs'd  my  fire  in  foreign  ground, 
Rais'd  verdant  altars  to  the  mighty  Ihade,  65 

And  paid  all  funeral  honours  to  the  dead : 
And  now  the  fatal  day  is  juft  return'd,  -^ 

By  me  (fo  Heav'n  ordains)  with  rites  adorn'd,  C 

For  ever  honour'd,  and  for  ever  mourn'd ;  3 

Though  banifh'd  to  the  burning  Libyan  fand,  70 

Though  led  a  captive  to  the  Argive  land. 
Though  loft  and  fnipwreck'd  on  the  Grecian  fea. 
Still  would  I  folemnize  this  facred  day. 
Sure  all  the  friendly  pow'rs  our  courfe  infpire. 
To  the  dea.r  relicks  of  my  reverend  fire.  75 

Kafie  then,  the  nev/-adopted  god  adore. 
And  from  his  grace  a  profp'rous  gale  implore ; 
Implore  a  city,  where  we  ftill  may  pav. 
In  his  o.vn  fane,  the  honours  of  the  day. 
On  every  fhip  tv/o  oxen  are  beftow'd  8^ 

By  great  Aceftes  of  our  Dardan  blood; 

CaU 
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Call  to  the  feaft  your  a'.tive  Phrygian  pow'rs, 
V/ith  thofe  the  hofj.tablj  king  adores. 
S^oon  as  the  nint'a  fair  morning's  opening  light 
Shall  glad  the  world,  and  chace  the  ihaJes  of  night,  85 
Then  to  my  Trojans  1  propofe,  to  grace 
Thefe  facred  rites,  the  rapid  naval  race ; 
Then  all,  wlio  glory  in  their  matchlcfs  force. 
Or  vaunt  their  iiery  fv/iftnefs  in  the  courfe. 
Or  dart  the  fpear,  or  bend  tlie  uvanging  bow,  90 

Or  to  thj  dreadful  gauntlet  dare  the  foe. 
Attend;  and  each  b/  merit  bear  away 
The  noble  palms,  and  glorias  of  the  day. 
Now  grace  your  heads  with  verdant  wreaths,  he  faid ; 
Then  with  his  rcotiier's  myrtie  binds  his  head.  95 

Like  him,  Acclces,  and  the  royal  boy 
Adorn  their  brows,  with  all  the  youth  of  Troy. 
Now  to  the  tomb  furrounded  with  a  throng, 
A  mighty  train,  the  hero  pait  along. 
Two  bowls  of  milk,  and  fac;ed  blood  he  pours;       1 00 
Two  of  pure  wine;  and  fcatters  purple  llow'rs. 
Then  thus — Hail  facrei  fire,  all  hail  again. 
Once  more  reflor'd,  but  ah  !  rellor'd  in  vain  ! 
'Twas  more  thai  envii  us  fate  w ould  g  ve,  to  fee 
The  deilin'd  realms  of  Italy  with  thee;  105 

Or  mighty  Tyber's  rolling  dreams  explore. 
The  ficred  flood,  that  bathes  th'  Aifonian  fhore. 
Scarce  had  he  faid,  wlien,  beauteous  to  behold  ! 
From  the  deep  tomb,  with  many  a  fiiining  fold. 
An  azare  ferpent  rofe,   in  fcdes   tliat  flam'd  with 
gold :  no 

Li'ce 
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Like  heaven's  bright  bow  his  varying  beauties  fhone. 

That  draws  a  thoufand  colours  from  the  fun : 

Pleas 'd  round  the  altars  and  the  tomb  to  v/ind. 

His  glittering  length  of  volumes  trails  behind. 

The  chief  in  deep  amaze  fufpended  htmg,  1 1  r 

While  through  the  bowls  the  ferpent  glides  along ; 

Tafles  all  the  food,  then  foftly  Aides  av/ay. 

Seeks  the  dark  tomb,  and  quits  the  facred  prey ; 

Allonilh'd  at  the  fight,  the  hero  paid 

New  rites,  new  honours  to  his  father's  fhade,  1 20 

Doubts  if  the  dsmon  of  his  fire  rever'd. 

Or  the  kind  genius  of  the  place  appear'd. 

Five  fable  fleers  he  flew  witli  rites  divine. 

As  many  fnowy  fheep,  and  brifdy  f^ine ; 

And  pourirg  wine,  invok'd  liis  father's  fhade  125 

Sent  from  the  darkfome  regions  of  the  dead. 

Then  aU  the  train,  who  gather'd  round  the  grave. 

Each  for  his  rank,  proportion'd  treafures  gave. 

The  altars  blaze ;  the  vicrims  round  expire ; 

Some  iiang  the  mafly  cauldrons  o'er  the  fire :  130 

Some  o'er  the  grafs  the  glowing  embers  ipread; 

Some  broil  the  entrails  en  ths  burning  bed. 

Now  bright  the  ninth  expefted  morning  ftione ; 
Now  rofe  the  fiery  courfers  of  ths  fun. 
When  endlefs  crowds  the  vafl  aiTembly  crown'd       135 
From  all  the  wide  difpeoplcd  country  round. 
Some  rous'd  by  great  Acefles'  mighty  name. 
Some  to  behold  the  Trojan  ftrangers  came. 
Some  to  contend,  and  try  tlie  noble  game. 

la 
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In  view,  amid  the  fpacicus  circle,  lay  i4« 

The  coftly  gifts,  the  prizes  of  the  day. 
Arms  on  tlie  ground,  and  facred  tripods  glow. 
With  wrcatlvs  and  palms  to  bind  the  vidor's  brow. 
Silver  and  purple  veils  in  heaps  are  roll'd. 
Rich  robes,  and  talents  of  the  purell  gold  ;  145 

And  from  a  mount  the  fprighdy  trump  proclaims 
To  all  the  gathered  crowd  the  glorious  games. 

Four  well-match'd  gallies  firft,  by  oars  impell'd 
Drawn  from  the  navy,  took  the  wat'ry  field. 
In  the  fwift  Dolphin  mighty  Mneftheus  came,  150 

Mnefthcus,  the  founder  of  the  Memmian  name. 
Next  Gyas  in  the  vaft  Ghimsra  fweeps 
(Huge  as  a  town)  the  hoarfe  refounding  deeps  : 
Three  rows  of  oars  employ  the  panting  train. 
To  pulh  th'  enormous  burthen  o'er  the  main.  155 

Sergellus  in  the  Centaur  took  his  place. 
The  glorious  father  of  the  Sergian  race. 
In  the  blue  Scylla  great  Cloanthus  rode. 
The  noble  fource  of  our  Clucntian  blood ; 
Far  in  the  main  a  rock  advances  o'er  i6o 

The  level  tides,  and  fronts  the  foamy  fhore. 
That  hid  beneath  the  rolling  ocean  lies. 
When  the  black  ftorms  involve  the  ftarry  ikies. 
But  in  a  calm  its  lofty  head  difplays 
To  reft  the  birds  who  v/ing  the  Ipacious  feas.  1 65 

Here  the  great  hero  fixt  an  oaken  bough, 
A  mark,  that  nodded  o'er  the  craggy  brow ; 
To  te.ach  the  train  to  ftcer  tlie  backward  way. 
And  fetch  a  Ihorter  circle  round  the  fea  : 

Then, 
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Th«n,  rank'd  by  lot,  confpicuous  o'er  the  flood,     1 70 

The  chiefs  array'd  in  gold  and  purple  glovv'd 

The  youths  green  poplars  round  their  temples  twine. 

And  bright  with  oil  their  naked  bodies  fnine. 

Eager,  they  grafp  their  oars,  and  liii'ning  wait  the  fign 

Thick  in  their  hearts  alternate  motions  play,        175 

Now  preft  with  beating  fears  they  fink  away. 

Now  throb  with  rifmg  hopes  to  win  the  glorious  day. 

Soon  as  the  trump  the  firft  ihrill  fignal  blew. 

All,  in  a  moment,  from  the  barrier  flew : 

Turn'd  bv  their  labouring  oars  the  furges  rife,  1 80 

And  with  their  {houts  the  failors  rend  the  fkies. 

The  foamy  tides  with  equal  farrows  fweep ; 

And,  opening  to  the  keel,  divides  the  hoary  deep. 

Not  half  fo  fwift  the  fiery  courfers  pour. 

And,  as  they  ftart,  the  dtftant  plain  devour;  18^ 

Nor  half  fo  fierce  the  drivers,  pois'd  in  air. 

Urge  the  fleet  fteeds  to  whirl  the  S}'ing  car. 

Throw  up  the  reins,  and,  bending  o'er  the  yoke. 

Shout,  lafli,  and  fend  their  fouls  at  every  ftroke. 

The  crowds  in  parties  join;  and,  to  the  cries  199 

And  eager  fliiOuts,  the  hollow  wood  replies ; 

While  hills  to  hiils  repeat  die  mingled  roar. 

And  the  long  echo  rolls  around  the  winding  ftiore. 

With  peals  of  load  applaufe  from  every  fide 

Finl  Gyas  fi^w,  and  fiiot  along  the  tide.  1 9  j 

Cloanthus  follows,  bat  his  pond'rcus  ftiip. 

Though  better  mann'd,  moves  heavier  on  the  deep. 

Behind,  the  Dolphia  and  the  Centaur  lay. 

At  equal  diftancc,  on  tlie  wat'ry  way : 

Now 
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Now  darts  the  rapid  dolphin  o'er  the  main,  206 

Now  the  valt  Centaur  wins  the  day  again : 

Then,  fide  by  fide,  and  front  by  front,  they  join. 

And  plough  in  frothy  tracks  the  ruffled  brine. 

And  now  proud  Gyas  reach'd  th'  appointed  place. 

Awhile  the  viftor  of  the  wat'ry  race ;  205 

Then  to  Mcnaetes  cali'd,  and  gave  command. 

To  leave  the  right,  and  Iber  agiunft  the  land ; 

Let  others  plough  the  deep  ;  —  in  vain  he  fpoke; 

I'he  cautious  pilot  dreads  the  lurking  rock. 

And  turns  his  prow,  and  fteers  a  different  road,       2 1  o 

And  leaves  the  (hallows  for  the  open  flood. 

Once  more  in  vain  the  raging  Gyas  cry'd,  "j 

And  lo  !  that  moment,  brave  Cloanthus  fpy'd  > 

Clofe  at  his  back,  who  plough'd  the  nearer  tide.        3 

The  dangerous  way  the  daring  hero  took  2  1 5 

Between  bold  Gyas  and  the  founding  rock. 

Sudden  beyond  the  chief  lie  fhoots  away. 

Clear  of  the  goal,  and  gains  the  roamy  fea. 

Then  Gyas  wept ;  and  grief  and  rage  enflame 

The  youth,  forgetful  of  his  friends  and  fame.  220 

From  the  high  ftern,  with  anger  and  difdain, 

He  hurl'd  the  hoary  mafter  in  the  main ; 

Then  madly  took  himfelf  the  fole  command. 

And  fir'd  his  train,  and  bore  upon  the  land. 

Hoary  with  age,  and  llruggling  long  in  vain,  22; 

With  cumb'rous  vefts,  Menretes  mounts  again ; 

Trembling  he  climb'd  a  lofty  rock  ;  and  dry'd 

His  limbs,  all  drench'd  and  reeking  with  the  tide. 

Loud 
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Lo'jd  laugh'd  the  crowds  to  fee  Iiim  fhoot  away. 

Drink  and  difgorge  by  turns  the  briny  fea.  230 

At  diftance  Mneftheus  and  SergefTus  lie; 

Both  hope  to  pafs  the  fiery  Gyas  by. 

The  'vantage  firll  the  bold  Sergellus  took. 

With  rapid  fpeed,  advancing  to  the  rock ; 

But  not  a  length  before  :  the  dolphin  rides  235 

V/ith  rival  fpeed,  and  bears  upon  her  fides. 

Brave  Mneftheus  now  inflames  his  naval  crew. 

As  o'er  the  deck  from  man  to  man  he  fiew. 

My  brave  afTociates,  in  whofe  aid  I  truft. 

You,  whom  I  chofe,  when  Ilion  funk  in  dull,  240 

Now  fliew  the  ftrength  and  fpirit  once  you  fnew'd. 

When  raging  ftorm.s,  and  Syrtes  you  withfcood, 

Plough'd  Malea's  tide,  and  ftem'd  th'  Ionian  fiood 

Now,  now,  my  friends,  your  utmoft  pow'r  difplay. 

Rife  to  your  oars,  and  fiveep  tlie  v/at'ry  way :         245 

Nor  ftrive  we  now  the  viclory  to  gain. 

Though  yet !  —but  ah  !  let  thofe  the  palm  obtain, 

Thofe,  whom  thy  favours  crown,  great  monarch  of 

the  main  ! 
But  to  return  the  lags  of  all  the  day  ! 
Oh  !  wipe,  my  friends,  that  fhameful  ftam  away  '.250 

Fir'd  at  the  word,  each  other  they  provoke  ; 
Springs  the  fwift  fiiip  at  every  vigorous  flroke. 
With  painful  fweat  their  heaving  bodies  ftream  ; 
Thick  pant  their  hearts,  and  trembles  every  limb. 
All  bending  to  their  oars  the  labour  ply;  255 

The  fea  rolls  backward,  and  the  furges  fly. 

Vol.  LIII.  E  Now, 
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No-vV,  with  the  wilh'd  fucccfs  they  toil  to  gain. 

Indulgent  fortune  crowns  the  lab'ring  train ; 

For  while  the  fierce  Sergellus  nearer  drew. 

And  in  a  fcanty  fpace  too  ralhly  flew,  260 

(His  road  llill  narrower)  with  a  mighty  fhock 

He  rufh'd  againft  the  fharp  projefled  rock. 

Then  flew  the  (hatter'd  oars,  and  flying  rung. 

And  on  the  rugged  fides  tlie  vefiel  hung. 

To  gain  their  floating  oars,  with  mingled  cries,      26^ 

All  arm'd  v/ith  iron  poles,  the  failors  riie. 

Fir'd  with  fuccfs,  along  the  open  feas 

Proud  MnelUieus  flicots,  invoking  every  breeze. 

As  in  her  iicft,  within  fome  cavern  hung. 

The  dove  fits  trembling  o'er  her  callow  young,       270 

Till  rous'd  at  laft  by  Tome  impetuous  fliock, 

She  ftarts  fiirpris'd,  and  beats  around  the  rock  ; 

Then  to  the  open  field  for  refuge  flies. 

And  the  free  bird  expatiates  in  tlie  fkies ; 

Her  pinions  pois'd,  through  liquid  air  flie  fprings,  275 

And  fmoothly  glides,  nor  moves  her  levell'd  wings  : 

So  joyful  Mneftheus  darts  without  control 

O'er  the  wide  ocean,  and  approa;h'd  the  goal ; 

So  the  fwift  dolpliin  flies  in  open  view. 

And  gain'd  new  ibength,  new  fwiftnefs  as  (he  flew.  280 

Firfl  by  Sergeftus'  fliip  he  flioots  along. 

That  in  the  ihelves  and  dang'rous  fliallows  hung  ; 

With  cries  the  chief  his  rival's  aid  implores. 

And  llrives  in  vain  to  row  with  fnatter'd  cars. 

Next  fiery  Gyas  he  with  fhouts  purfu'd,  285 

Who,  in  the  huge  Chima;ra  ftcm'd  the  flood  ; 

She 
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She  yields,  depriv'd  of  her  experienc'd  guide ; 

And  fees  her  rival  fly  triumphant  o'er  the  tide. 

Now,  near  the  port,  with  all  his  pow'r  he  ftrains 

To  pafs  Cloanthus,  who  the  laft  remainii.  290 

The  doubhng  fhouts  infpire  him  as  he  flies 

And  the  long  peal  runs  rattling  round  the  fkies : 

Thefe,  flufli'd  with  pride,  would  calt  their  lives  away. 

Ere  they  refign  the  glories  of  the  day  : 

Thofe,  by  fuccefs,  in  fcrengrh  and  fplrit  rife,  295 

And  their  fierce  hopes  already  win  the  prize. 

Thus  haply  both  with  level  beaks  had  ply'd 

The  furge,  and  rode  the  vi£lors  of  the  tide  ; 

But  bra\e  Cloanthus  o'er  the  rolling  floods 

Stretch'd  wide  his  hands,  and  thus  invok'd  the  gods :  3C0 

Ye  povv'rs  !  on  whofe  wild  empire  I  difplay 

My  flying  fails,  and  plough  the  wat'ry  way ; 

Oh  !  hear  your  fuppliant,  and  my  vow  fucceed ; 

Then  on  thefe  fhores  a  milk-wliite  bull  fhall  bleed; 

And  purple  wine  your  fllver  v/aves  fhall  llain,  305 

And  facred  viclims  glut  the  greedy  main. 

Thus  he — and  every  Nereid  heard  die  vow. 

With  mighty  Phorcus  from  the  deeps  belov/. 

And  great  Portunus,  with  his  ample  hand, 

Pufl^'d  on  the  rapid  galley  to  the  land.  310 

Swift  as  die  hiffing  javelin  cuts  the  Ccies, 

Swift  as  a  whirlwind,  to  the  port  Ihe  flies- 

And  now  the  herald's  voice  proclaims  aloud 
Cloanthus  victor,  to  the  fhouting  crowd. 
The  mighty  prince  himfelf,  with  verdant  boughs    3 1 5 
Of  vivid  laurel,  binds  the  hero's  brows, 

E  2  Three 
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Three  ftecrs,  and  one  large  talent  are  beftow'd 
On  every  riual  crew,  that  plough 'd  the  flood. 
But  to  the  glorious  leaders,  bold  and  brave. 
The  generous  chief  diftinguifii'd  honours  gave.        320 
A  robe  the  viiflor  fhar'd,  where  purple  plays, 
Mixt  with  rich  gold,  in  every  fhining  maze. 
There  royal  Ganymede,  inwrought  with  art. 
O'er  hills  and  foreiis  hunts  the  bounding  hart ; 
The  beauteous  youth,  all  wondrous  to  behold  !        325 
Pants  in  the  moving  threads,  and  lives  in  gold  : 
From  tow'ring  Ida  flioots  the  bird  of  Jove, 
And  bears  him  ftruggling  through  the  clouds  above ; 
With  out-llretch'd  hands  his  hoary  guardians  cry 
And  the  loud  hounds  fpring  furious  at  the  fky.         330 
On  Mneflhcus  next,  the  chief  who  bore  away 
The  fccond  glorious  honours  of  the  day, 
A  fliining  mail  the  generous  prince  beitovvs, 
That,  rich  with  clalps  of  gold,  refulgent  glows. 
Who  ftript  Demoleus  of  the  colily  load  335 

In  Trojan  fields,  by  Simois'  mighty  flood : 
Two  labouring  fervants,  v/ith  united  toil  [fpoll : 

And  ftrength  conjoin'd,    fcai'ce  heav'd  th'  enormous 
Yet  in  thefe  arms  of  old,  with  matchlefs  might. 
The  f\vift  Demoleus  chac'd  his  foes  in  fight.  340 

This  mail,  ^neas  gave  the  chief  to  bear, 
A  fure  defence  and  ornament  in  war. 
The  next  rich  prefents  mighty  Gyas  grace. 
Two  ponderous  cauldrons  of  refulgent  brals ; 
Two  filver  goblets,  wrought  with  art  divine,  345 

That  rough,  and  bright  with  fculptur'd  figures  fliine. 

Proud 
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Proud  of  their  gifts  the  lofty  leaders  tread. 

And  purp]e  fiilets  glitter  on  their  head. 

When,  from  the  rock  fcarce  difengaged  with  pain, 

Sergcrtus  brings  his  fliattei'd  fliip  again.  350 

One  fide  all  maim'd,  (he  flovvly  moves  along, 

Spoil'd  of  her  oars  amid  the  hooting  throng  j 

As  when  a  ling'ring  fate  the  ferpent  feels. 

Obliquely  crufn'd  beneath  the  brazen  wheels. 

Or,  bruis'd  and  mangled  by  the  cruel  fwain         351 

With  fcm.e  huge  ftone,  writhes  with  the  fhcoting  pain. 

And  rolls  and  tv/lits  her  fcaly  folds  in  vain. 

Above,  all  fierce  her  glittering  volumes  rife. 

Flames  in  her  creft,  and  lightning  in  her  eyes ; 

But  maim'd  below,  and  tardy  with  the  wound,        360 

Ker  train  unfolded  drags  along  the  ground. 

So  maim'd  and  fiow  the  Ihatter'd  gaily  pall. 

But  aided  by  her  fails  ihe  reach'd  the  port  at  lafl. 

Pleas'd  with  the  velTel  and  the  crew  reflor'd. 

The  generous  prince  rewards  their  haplefs  lord.       365 

The  promis'd  prefent  to  the  chief  he  gave; 

Pholoe,  the  beauteous  female  Cretan  flave. 

In  works  of  art  fuperior  to  tlie  reft. 

And  proud  cf  two  fair  infants  at  the  breaft. 

This  contcil;  o'er  ;  with  thoufinds  in  his  train,     370 
Mov'd  the  great  hero  to  a  fpacious  plain. 
High  liiils  the  verdant  theatre  fjrround  ; 
And  vvaving  v.oods  the  mighty  circuit  crown'd. 
Hither,  with  all  the  crov/ds  the  prince  withdrev/. 
And  took  his  fylvan  throne  in  open  view.  375 

E  ^  Here 
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Here  coftly  gifts  the  chief  propos'd,  to  grace 

The  fprightly  youths  tliat  urge  the  rapid  race. 

Now  throng  the  Trojan  and  Sicilian  band ; 

And  firft  Euryalus  and  Nifus  (land  ; 

That,  for  his  youthful  charms  admir'd  by  Troy;     380 

This,  for  chafte  friendfhip  to  the  beauteous  boy. 

Next  to  the  ccnteft,  warm  with  hopes  of  fame. 

Of  Priam's  royal  race,  Diores  came, 

Salius  and  Patron  then  in  order  paft ; 

Epirus  one,  and  one  Arcadia  g:ac'd.  385 

Brave  Helymus  and  Panopes  fucceed ; 

Two  valiant  youths  in  fair  Trinacria  bred  ; 

Who  with  Acelles  drove  the  favage  race 

From  wood  to  wood,  long  pradlis'd  to  the  chace. 

And  mighty  numbers  more,  unknown  to  fame,        390 

Advance  in  crowds  to  fhare  the  glorious  game. 

High  in  the  midft  TEneas  rear'd  his  head. 

And  oh  I  attend,  ye  generous  youths,  (he  faid ;) 

Of  all  who  try  the  fortune  of  the  day. 

Not  one  fhall  go  without  a  gift  away.  395 

With  two  bright  Cretan  lances,  each  fhall  Ihare 

An  ax  with  iilver  grav'd,  to  fliine  in  war. 

Diflinguifh'd  gifts  and  olive  wreaths  (hall  grace 

The  three  triumphant  viftors  of  the  race. 

On  the  firft  youth  a  courfer  I  beilow,  400 

Whofe  trappings  rich  with  gold  and  purple  glow  : 

The  next  a  quiver  charg'd  with  ibafts  fliall  claim. 

Such  as  adorns  an  Amazonian  dame ; 

Clafp'd  by  a  gem,  refulgent  to  behold. 

Shines  the  bright  trophy  with  a  belt  of  gold.  405 

On 
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On  the  proud  youth  this  gift  Hiali  be  conferr'd: 
And  thii  fair  Argiv-e  helm  ihall  grace  the  third. 

This  faid,  they  took  their  place ;  the  trumpet  blew ; 
And  all  impetuous  from  the  barrier  iiew : 
Fie.ce  as  a  tempeft,  o'er  the  plain  they  part  410 

From  the  firll  ipace,  and  gain  upon  the  laft. 
Firil  Nifiis  fprung,  and  left  the  crowd  behind. 
Swift  as  the  lightning,  or  the  wings  of  wind. 
Next,  but  the  next  with  many  a  length  between. 
Young  Salias  ikim'd  along  the  level  green.  415 

Eurvalus,  the  third,  fcarcc  touch'd  the  plain; 
Beh  nd,  bold  Helymus  his  rival  ran  ; 
But,  hovering  o'er  him,  runs  Diores  nigh; 
Now  fide  by  fide,  and  foot  by  foot  they  fly. 
The  yout.i  had  conquer'd  in  a  longer  way,  420 

Or  undecided  left  the  honours  of  the  day. 
And  now  they  juft  approach'd  with  rapid  pace, 
Tir'd  with  the  toil,  the  limit  of  the  race. 
When  Nifus  fell  amid  the  flippery  plain. 
Drench  with  the  copious  blood  of  viflims  flain.        425 
His  feet  no  more  the  Clouting  viiftor  held ; 
Aloft  thsy  fly,  and  quiver  on  the  held. 
Headlong  lie  fell,  with  mud  ail  cover'd  o'er. 
And  every  limb  was  flain'd  with  facred  gore. 
Yet,  as  he  weltered  on  the  ground,  he  llrove  430 

To  fnew  Euryalus  his  ardent  love. 
For  now,  ev'n  now,  the  youth  his  body  threw 
Before  h  s  rival  Salius,  as  he  flew  : 
He  fell,  and  on  the  ground  extended  lay ; 
Thus  favoured  by  his  friend,  fprung  f.vift  away    43' 
Tiie  young  Euryalus,  and  won  the  day, 

E4  At 
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At  once  beyond  ths  goal  the  viJlor  flies ; 

Shouts  ofapplaufe  tumultuous  rend  the  flcies. 

Next  Helymus,  and  next  Diores  came 

With  eager  ai-dcr,  now  the  third  in  fame.  44.0 

Now  Salius  fills  the  ring  with  clam'rous  cries. 

By  turns  to  every  hoary  judge  applies. 

Storms  at  the  fraud,  and  claims  the  rightful  prize. 

Bat  frvour,  winning  tears,  and  youthful  grace, 

Plead  for  the  boy,  the  viftor  of  the  race.  445 

Diores  tco,  before  the  partial  crowd. 

Defends  the  young  Euryalus  aloud ; 

Who  now  muil  urge  his  claim,  fhould  Sa-ius  gain 

The  firft  proud  honours,  to  the  third  in  vain. 

Thus  then  the  prince— In  order  ftiall  we  pay       4^0 
To  each  brave  youth  the  prizes  of  the  day : 
Since  thefe  are  Ihar'd,  permit  me  to  extend 
One  proof  of  pity  to  a  haplefs  friend : 
This  faid,  on  Salius  generous  be  beftow'd 
A  lion  s  yellow  fpoils,  (a  coftly  load  I)  455 

W"ith  martial  pride  his  {houlJers  to  infold ; 
P>.ough  was  the  dreadful  mane,  the  paws  were  fheath'd 

ia  gold. 
When  Nifus  thus, — If  fuch  high  prefents  grace 
Salius  v/ho  fell,  firft  vanquifh'd  in  the  race. 
What  gift  {hall  I  receive,  who  bore  away,  460 

And  ftill  had  held  the  honours  of  the  day. 
Had  not  that  fortune,  which  my  foe  o'erthrew, 
Befall'n  unhappy  Nifus,  as  he  fiew? 
Then  fnow'd  his  robes  and  face  with  blood  defil'd : 
Th'  indu'gent  fa" her  of  the  people  fmil'd,  465 

And 
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And  caus'd  a  mighty  buckler  to  be  brought. 
With  art  divine  by  Didymaon  wrought; 
Great  Neptune's  gates  the  prize  adorn'd  in  Troy, 
Now  the  bright  prefent  loads  the  favour'd  boy. 

Thefc  gifts  beilow'd ;  the  hero  cries  aloud,  470 

Stand  forth,  ye  valiant  champions,  from  the  crowd  ; 
Wlio  vaunt  your  courage  and  unrivall'd  might. 
And  with  the  gauntlet  dare  provoke  the  fight. 
Then  he  propos'd,  in  gold  and  garments  gay, 
A  bull,  to  grace  the  victor  of  the  day.  47 - 

Next,  to  relieve  the  lofer's  fhame  and  pain. 
Call  a  rich  f.vord  and  helmet  on  the  plain. 
Strait  with  a  ftiout,  fuprcmely  tall  and  Ilrong, 
Bold  Dares  rear'd  his  biilk  above  the  throng ; 
The  youth,  the  only  youth,  who  dar'd  withfland    480 
The  fierce  tempelluous  fvvay  of  Paris'  hand. 
Who  on  huge  Butes  prov'd  his  matchlefs  might 
At  Hefcor's  tomb,  victorious  in  the  fight ; 
(Bute:,  of  Amycus'  Bebrycian  Itrain,) 
And  ilreich'd  th'  enormous  giant  on  the  plain.         485 
Thus,  glorying  in  his  ftrength,  in  open  view 
Kis  arms  around,  the  tow'ring  Dares  threw, 
Staik'd  higli,  and  laid  his  bra.vny  fhouiders  bare. 
And  dealt  his  whiftling  blows  in  empty  air. 
His  match  was  fought;  through  all  a  terror  ran;     490 
All  gaz'd  and  trembled  at  the  mighty  man. 
Defpair,  he  thought,  had  feiz'd  the  circling  bands; 
And  now  before  the  prince  the  champion  Hands ; 
Fierce  by  the  horns  the  beauteous  bull  he  took. 
And  in  proud  triumph  to  the  hero  fpoke  :  495 

Since 
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Since  none,  ch  I  chief,  accepts  the  proffer'd  fray. 

Why  for  his  coward  foe  muft  Dares  Itay  ? 

Permit  me,  prince,  to  lead  my  rightful  prize  away 

The  Trojans  clamour  with  applauding  cries. 

And  for  the  youth  demand  the  promii'd  prize.         500 

Then  to  Entellus  old  Aceftes  faid. 

Who  fate  bjfide  him  on  the  flow'ry  bed ; 

Entellus  I — once  the  braveft  on  the  plain. 

But  ah  !  the  braveft,  and  the  bed  in  vain  ! 

With  fuch  tame  patience  can  my  friend  furvey        505 

This  prize,  with  jut  a  conteft,  borne  away? 

Where,  where  is  now  great  Eryx'  vaunted  name ; 

The  god,  who  taught  our  thund'ring  arms  the  game 

The  fpoils  that  grace  thy  roof,and  all  thy  former  fame 

I  am  not  dead,  replies  the  chief,  to  praife,      '         510 

Nor  yield  to  fear,  but  fmk  by  length  of  days. 

My  nerves  unftrung,  my  ilrength  no  more  remains. 

And  age  creeps  fhiv'ring  tlirough  my  icy  veins. 

Had  I  that  vigour  ftill,  my  youth  could  bead. 

Or  yon'  vain  champion  vaunts  to  all  the  hoft,  5  1 5 

Soon  fhould  this  arm  that  infolence  chartize, 

p'or  fame  alone,  without  the  proffer'd  prize. 

Ev'n  now  I  fcorn  the  combat  to  decline ; 

The  prize  I  heed  not ;  let  the  fame  be  mine ! 

This  faid  ;  amid  the  ring,  in  open  view,  52* 

Two  mighty  gauntlets  on  the  ground  he  threw : 
Thefe  grac'd  great  Eryx  in  the  fight  of  old. 
And  brac'd  his  arms  vvich  many  a  dreadful  fold  : 
Seven  thick  bull-hides,  their  volumes  huge  difpr.'ad, 
Po.id'rous  vsJLii  iron  and  a  wcigiii  of  lead,  525 

The 
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The  hoft  ftood  all  aftonifh'd  at  the  fight. 

Bat  Dares  moft,  who  now  refus"d  the  fi^ht : 

The  hero  turns  the  folds,  in  wonder  ftsi.ds. 

And  pois'd  th'  enormous  gauntlets  in  his  hands. 

How  had  you  wonder'd,  the  bold  champion  faid,    530 

Had  you  the  hu^e  Herculean  arms  furvey'd  ? 

Had  you  thole  pond'rous  gloves  of  death  beheld. 

And  the  ftern  combat,  on  this  fatal  field? 

Thefe,  prince,  of  old  your  brother  Eryx  wore, 

Lo  !  you  behold  'em  fliil  diflain'd  with  gore.  535 

With  thefe  Alcides'  force  he  long  fuftain'd. 

And  thefe  I  brandifh'd,  while  my  ftrength  remaln'd. 

Ere  the  cold  hand  of  envious  age  had  ftied 

Thefe  marks  of  winter  on  my  hoar/  head. 

Yet,  if  your  champion  trembles  at  the  fight,  c^q 

Nor  dares  to  mc;et  thefe  gauntlets  in  the  fight  j 

If  fo  .^nea";  and  the  king  Incline  j 

Lo !  to  his  fears  thefe  weapons  1  refign  : 

With  equal  arms  the  combat  we  will  try  ; 

And  thou,  lay  thou,  thy  Trojan  gauntlets  by.  54^ 

This  faid,  the  hero  flrait  his  robe  unbound. 
And  call  the  double  garment  on  the  ground ; 
Bares  his  huge  brawny  limbs,  and  on  the  fands. 
Dreadful  to  view,  the  hoary  champion  Hands. 
Then  the  great  prince  with  equal  gauntlets  bound   550 
Their  vigorous  hands,  and  brac'd  their  arms  around : 
Their  arms,  that  moment,  each  impetuous  foe 
Rear'd  high  in  air,  and  rofe  to  every  blow ; 
And,  while  t'neir  raging  hands  the  fight  provoke, 
Withdraw  their  heads  from  each  tempeilucus  Itroke.  555 

This 
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This  on  his  youth  and  ?,dive  fpeed  relies. 

That  on  his  bulk  and  tall  gigantic  fize  : 

But  each  vaft  limb  moves  (lifF  and  flow  with  age ; 

And  thick  fhort  pantings  ihake  the  lab'ring  i'agc. 

Each,  but  in  vain,  a  thoufand  Ilrokes  bellows  ;       560 

Their  fides  and  breafls  re-echo  to  the  blows. 

With  fwift  repeated  wounds  their  hands  fly  round 

Their  heads  and  cheeks  ;  their  crackling  jaws  refound  : 

Unmov'd  Enteilus,  with  a  lledfafr  look 

And  watchful  eye,  avoids  th?  furious  flroke.  565 

The  youth  invelb  his  foe  with  all  his  pow'r. 

As  fome  brave  leader  a  beleaguer'd  tow'r. 

When  on  the  bulv^arks  in  his  rage  he  falls. 

And  plants  his  engines  round  th'  embattled  walls ; 

On  every  fide  with  fruitlefs  fkiil  and  pain. 

Eager  he  tries  a  pafs  or  poft  to  gain. 

And  ftorms  the  rocky  battlements  in  vain. 

And  now  his  aim  the  bold  Enteilus  took. 

With  his  huge  hand,  high  brandifh'd  for  the  flroke  ; 

I'he  youth  obferv'd  the  long-defcending  blow,         575 

And  leaps  aiide,  and  difappoints  the  foe  : 

The  flroke  was  fpent  in  air  ;  with  dreadful  found 

Prone  fell  the  champion  thund'ring  to  the  ground. 

A  pine  thus  tumbles  to  the  vales  below. 

From  Ida's  top,  or  Erymanthus' brow.  580 

At  once  the  Trojans  and  Sicilians  rife. 

And  with  divided  clamours  rend  the  fK.ies, 

And  firft  Aceftes,  touch'd  with  pity,  ran 

To  raife  his  friend  and  old  con^.pccr  again. 

Swift 
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Swift  from  the  fall,  and  with  redoubled  might        585 
Sprung  the  fierce  hero,  and  renew'd  the  fight ; 
Improv'd  in  fpirit,  to  the  combat  came. 
While  confcious  valour  fets  his  foul  on  flame. 
Stung  with  difgrace,  and  more  enrag'd  with  ftiame 
Now  headlong  o'er  the  field' he  drove  the  foe,         590 
And  rofe  in  ftrength  and  wrath  at  every  blow. 
Now  a  thick  ftorm  of  ftrokes  around  him  flies. 
Thick  as  the  hail  comes  rattling  from  the  fides  ; 
With  both  his  thund'ring  hands  the  blows  he  ply'd. 
And  turn'd  his  giddy  foe  on  every  fide.  59^ 

Then  flew  the  good  ^Eneas,  to  alTwage 
The  hero's  wrath,  and  check  the  mighty  rage  : 
From  death  he  fnatch'd  the  champion,  and  began 
To  foothe  the  forrovvs  of  the  vanquiih'd  man : 

What  madnefs,  haplefs  Dares,  has  pofi'eft  600 

Thy  thoughtlefs  mind,  and  fir'd  thy  daring  breaft  ? 
Thy  rival  fee,  fuftain'd  by  pow'r  divine, 
Ey  other  fl:rength,  and  mightier  force  than  thine  I 
Ceafe  then,  and  give  the  vain  contention  o'er; 
Ceaf:^,  and  oppofe  the  hand  of  heaven  no  more  !     605 

The  youth  now  drags  his  trembling  legs  along  ; 
His  Icofe  head  tott'ring  o'er  his  flioulders  hung. 
Giddy  with  pain ;  he  now  ejects  the  blood. 
His  loofen'd  teeth  come  mingled  in  the  flood  : 
While  in  their  arm.s  his  fad  afl'cciates  bore  610 

The  batter'd  champion  groaning  to  the  fliore. 
The  dear-bought  fword  ar.d  helmet  brought  away. 
And  left  the  palm  and  bull  the  vidor's  prey. 

Now 
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Now  great  EntcUus,  glorying  in  the  prize, 
And  flufh'Ci  with  conquell,  thus,  exulting  cries ;      615 
Behold,  ye  Tiojans,  ard  thou,  chief  divine, 
What  vigour,  in  die  bloom  of  youth,  was  mine ; 
From  what  a  thund'ring  arm  and  fatal  blow. 
Your  timely  mercy  has  preferv'd  my  foe. 
With  that  the  chief,  colietfled  in  his  might,  620 

Confronts  the  vidtim,  the  reward  of  fight ; 
Then  rais'd  his  hand  aloft,  and  from  above. 
With  dreadful  fway,  the  pond'rous  gauntlet  drove 
Through  the  broad  forehead  of  the  ftatcly  bull. 
And  dalli'd  within  the  brain  the  batter'd  ficull.         625 
The  bull,  convulfive  with  the  deadly  wound. 
Groans,  tumbles,  rolls,  and  quivers  on  the  ground. 
Then,  thus  the  hoary  chief  performs  his  vow, 
Eryx,  on  thee  this  viftim  I  beftow ; 
A  nobler  vidtim  than  my  Trojan  foe  !  6; 

To  younger  champions  now  the  game  I  yield;     [field. 
Here  hang  my  conquering  arms  ;  and  here  renounce  the 

Next  the  great  prince  propos'd  the  prize  to  thofe. 
Who  wing'd  the  (hafts,  and  bent  the  twanging  bows. 
Amid  the  fpacious  plain  the  hero  plac'd  635 

Sublime  in  air  Sergeflus'  lofty  maft  ; 
Around  the  tapering  top  a  dove  they  tye. 
The  trembling  mark  at  which  their  arrows  fly ; 
Hither  to  try  their  (kill  the  warriors  halle ; 
And  in  a  brazen  helm  the  lots  are  caft.  640 

Firft,  with  applaufe,  Hippocoon's  lot  was  thrown. 
The  mighty  Hyrtacus'  illufcrious  fon. 

Mneft- 
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Mneftheus  the  next,  whom  verdant  olives  grace. 
The  fecond  vidlor  in  the  naval  race. 
Then  the  third  chance  to  great  Eurytion  came,       64.5 
Thy  brother,  Pandarus,  renown'd  by  lame, 
Whofe  hand  by  Pallas  prompted,  drew  the  bow. 
To  break  the  truce  againft  the  Grecian  foe. 
Laft  in  the  helm  remain'd  Aceftes'  name ; 
Old  as  he  was,  he  try'd  the  youthful  game.  650 

Then  every  chief,  with  all  his  llrength  and  art. 
Bent  the  tough  bow,  and  chofe  the  feather'd  dart. 
Through  yielding  air  iirll  vanifh'd  with  a  ^ring 
Hippocooii's  arrow  froin  the  founding  firing : 
Full  in  the  mall,  impeU'd  with  vigour  Hood  655 

The  forceful  fhaft,  and  quiver'd  in  the  wood. 
The  dove  affrighted,  llretch'd  her  flutt'ring  wing ; 
And  with  applaufe  the  vales  and  mountains  ring. 
Then  Mneftheus  drew  the  bow,  and  aim'd  on  high 
The  pointed  dart,  and  levell'd  with  his  eye ;  660 

Nor  through  the  mark  the  lucklefs  arrow  drove. 
But  cut  the  ftring  that  ty'd  the  trembling  dove. 
Swift  through  the  clouds  the  bird  unfhackled  flies. 
And  fprcads  her  wings  at  freedom  in  the  fkies. 
Already  had  Eurytion  bent  his  how,  665 

And  to  his  brother  god  addrefs'd  his  vow : 
The  tow'ring  bird  amid  the  clouds  he  flew, 
.  And  the  fwift  ihaft  transiix'd  her  as  fhe  flew. 
High  in  the  Ikics  (he  feels  the  deadly  wound. 
And,  with  the  dart,  conies  dying  to  the  ground.     670 
And  now,  all  hopes  expir'd,  tlie  conquefl  gain'd. 
The  venerable  prince  alone  remain'd. 

Yet 
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Yet  he  dlfcharg'd  the  flying  fliaft,  to  Ihow 

His  Ikill,  his  vigour,  and  refounding  bow. 

When  fudden  they  beheld,  with  wood 'ring  eyes,     6-j^ 

A  dire  portentous  omen  in  the  fkies. 

Too  late  the  feers  the  frightful  fign  explain. 

Too  late  they  clear  the  dread  event  in  vain  ! 

For,  flying  through  the  clouds  in  open  view. 

The  glowing  arrow  kindled  as  it  flew ;  680 

Then  drew  a  golden  trail  of  flames  behind. 

That  mark'd  its  courfe,  and  vanifh'd  in  the  wind  : 

So  fhine  the  falling  ftars  with  dreadful  hair. 

And  glance,  and  fhoot  along  the  fields  of  air. 

Amaz'd  the  Trojans  and  Sicilians  flood;  685 

And  breath'd  their  ardent  prayers  to  every  god. 

The  Dardan  prince  the  doubtful  fign  miltoolc, 

Embrac'd  the  monarch,  and  with  tranfport  fpoke : 

Father  !  accept  tlie  prize  ;  the  will  divine 

Of  mighty  Jove,  by  this  aufpicious  fign,  690 

Declares  the  firfl  dillinguilli'd  honours  thine. 

Accept  this  goblet,  wiiich  my  fire  of  old 

Receiv'd  from  Cifleus,  rough  with  fculptur'd  gold ; 

Take  it,  my  royal  fiiend,  and  let  it  prove 

A  long-priz'd  gift  of  dear  refpefl  and  love.  695 

Then  he  beflow'd  the  laurel,  and  aloud 

Proclaim'd  him  vidtor  to  the  fliouting  crowd. 

Nor  did  the  generous  chief  the  prize  deny, 

Whofe  arrow  pierc'd  the  bird  amid  the  fky ; 

Next,  he  who  cut  the  cord,  with  gifts  was  grac'd ;  700 

And  he,  whofe  arrow  Ilruck  the  tree,  the  lall. 

Now 
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Now  call'd  the  prince,  before  the  games  were  done. 
The  hoary  guardian  of  his  royal  fon. 
And  gently  whifpers  in  his  faithful  ear. 
To  bid  Alcanius  in  his  arms  appear,  705 

And  with  his  youthful  band  and  courfer  come. 
To  pay  due  honours  at  his  grandfire's  tomb. 
Next  he  commands  the  huge  aflembled  train 
To  quit  the  ground,  and  leave  an  open  plain. 
Strait  on  their  bridled  Heeds,  with  grace  divine,     710 
The  beauteous  youths  before  their  fathers  fhine. 
The  blooming  Trojans  and  Sicilians  throng. 
And  gaze  with  wonder  as  they  march  along, 
x^round  their  brows  a  vivid  wreath  they  wore ; 
Two  glitt'ring  lances  tipt  with  fteel  they  bore :        715 
Thefe  a  light  quiver  llor'd  with  ihifts  fuilain. 
And  from  their  nec'.c  depends  a  golden  chain. 
On  bounding  lleeds  advance  three  graceful  bands. 
And  each  a  little  blooming  chief  commands. 
Beneath  each  chief  twelve  i'prightly  llriplings  camc^,  72c 
in  ihining  arms,  in  looks  and  age  the  fame. 
Grac'd  '.vith  his  grandfire's  name,   Polites'  fon. 
Young  Priam,  leads  the  firlt  gay  fquadron  on; 
A  youth,  whofe  progeny  muft  Latium  grace : 
Fie  prefs'd  a  dappled  fteed  of  Thracian  race  :  yz^ 

Before,  white  fpots  on  either  foot  appear. 
And  on  his  forehead  blaz'd  a  filver  liar. 
Atys  the  next  advanc'd,  with  looks  divine, 
Atys  the  fource  of  the  great  Attian  line : 
Iiilus'  frie.  dlhip  grac'd  the  lovely  boy  :  730 

And  laft  Iiilus  came,  the  pride  of  Troy, 

Vol.  LITI.  F  In 
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In  charms,  fuperior  to  the  blooming  train ; 
And  fpurr'd  his  Tyrian  courfcr  to  tlie  plain  ; 
Which  Dido  gave  the  princely  youth,  to  prove 
A  lalHng  pledge,  memorial  of  her  love.  735 

Th'  interior  boys  on  beauteous  courfers  ride. 
From  great  Aceftes'  royal  flails  fupply'd. 
Now  flufli'd  with  hopes,  now  pale  with  anxious  fear^ 
Before  the  fhouting  crowds,  the  youths  appear  ; 
The  lliouting  crowds  admire  their  charms,  and  trace  740 
Their  parents  lines  in  every  lovely  face. 
Now  round  the  ring,  before  their  fathers,  ride 
The  boys,  in  all  thfir  military  pride. 
Till  Periphantes'  founding  lafh  from  far 
Gave  the  loud  fignal  of  the  mimic  war;  745 

Strait,  in  three  bands  diftinfl,  they  break  away. 
Divide  in  order,  and  their  ranks  difplay  : 
Swift  at  the  fummons  they  return,  and  throw 
At  once  their  hoftile  lances  at  the  foe  : 
Then  take  a  new  excurfion  on  the  plain  ;  750 

Round  within  round,  an  endlefs  courfe  maintain  ; 
And  now  advance,  and  now  retreat  again  ; 
With  well-difTembled  rage  their  rivals  darCi 
And  pleafe  the  crowd  with  images  of  war. 
Alternate  now  they  turn  their  backs  in  flight,  755 

Now  dart  their  lances,  and  renew  the  fight : 
Then  in  a  moment  from  the  combat  ceafe. 
Rejoin  their  fcatter'd  bands,  and  move  in  peac«. 
So  winds  delufive,  in  a  thoufand  ways 
Perplext  and  intricate,  the  Cretan  maze  ;  760 

Round 
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Round  within  round,  the  blind  meanders  run, 

Untrac'd  and  dark)  and  end  where  they  begun. 

The  fkilful  youths,  in  fport,  alternate  ply 

Their  fhifang  courfe ;  by  turns  they  fight  and  fly : 

As  dolphins  gambol  on  the  wat'ry  way,  ~6j 

And,  bounding  o'er  the  tides,  in  wanton  circles  plav. 

This  fport  Afcanius,  when  in  mighty  length 

He  rais'd  proud  Alba  glorying  in  her  llrength, 

Taught  the  firll:  fathers  of  the  Latian  name> 

As  now  he  folemniz'd  the  noble  game.  770 

From  their  fucceffive  Alban  offspring  come 

Thefe  ancient  plays,  to  grace  imperial  Rome ; 

Who  owns  her  Trojan  band,  and  game  of  Troy 

Deriv'd  through  ages  from  the  princely  boy. 

Thus  were  the  folemn  funeral  honours  paid  775 

To  great  Anchifes'  venerable  fhade. 
But  foon  the  prince  his  changing  fortune  found. 
And  in  her  turn  the  fickle  goddefs  frown'd. 
For,  while  the  gather'd  crowds  the  games  repeat, 
Heav'n's  mighty  emprel:-,  to  the  Trojan  fleet,         780 
(Her  ancient  rage  IHU  glowing  in  her  fouJ) 
Difpatch'd  fair  Iris  from  the  Harry  pole. 
Big  with  revengeful  fchcmes,  herfelf  fupplies 
The  rapid  ftorm  that  bears  her  down  the  fkies. 
Unfeen,  the  maid  a  thoufand  colours  drew,  785 

As  down  her  bow,  with  winged  fpeed,  fhe  flew : 
And  faw  around  the  tomb  th'  affembly  meet. 
The  vacant  harbour,  and  neglected  fleet. 

Mean  time,  rerir'd  within  the  lonely  fhore, 
Anchifes'  fate  the  Trojan  dames  deplore  ;  790 

F  2  Call 
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Cafl  a  long  look  o'er  all  the  flood,  and  weep 

To  fee  the  wide-extended  wat'ry  deep : 

Yet,  mull  we  yet,  alas  !  new  labours  try. 

More  feas,  more  oceans  ?  was  the  general  cry. 

Oh  !  grant  a  town  at  lall,  ye  gracious  gods  !  795 

To  wretches  harrafs'd  with  the  winds  and  floods. 

*Twas  then,  their  raging  forrow  to  improve, 

Amid  the  train  fhot  Iris  fiom  above. 

Afide  her  heav'nly  charms  the  goddefs  threw. 

And  like  old  Beroe  flood  in  open  view ;  809 

(Doryclus'  hoary  fpoufe,  a  noble  dame, 

Fam'd  for  her  ofi^spring,  and  illuflrious  name;) 

And  thus  the  goddefs  fans  the  rifing  flame : 

Ah  I  wretched  race,  whom  heav'n  forbade  to  fall 

By  Grecian  fwords,  beneath  our  native  wall  !  805 

Toft  round  the  feas,  o'er  ever)'  region  caft. 

Oh  !  to  what  fate  are  we  referv'd  at  laft  ! 

Now,  fmce  imperial  Troy  in  aflies  lay. 

Have  fev'n  fucceflive  fummers  roll'd  away. 

Still  to  new  lands  o'er  floods  and  rocks  we  fly,         810 

And  fail,  by  every  ftar,  in  every  fky. 

So  long  we  chace,  o'er  all  the  boundlefs  main. 

The  fl)"ing  coafl:s  of  Italy  in  vain. 

Here  o'er  our  kindred  Eryx'  fruitful  plains. 

The  hofpitable  king,  Aceftes  reigns  :  815 

What,  what  forbids  our  wand'ring  Trojan  bands. 

To  raife  a  city  in  thefc  friendly  lands  ? 

Ye  gods  preferv'd  from  hoftile  flames  in  vain  ! 

Shall  our  dear  Ilion  never  rife  again  ? 

A  fecond 
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A  fcccnd  Simois  fhall  we  view  no  more,  820 

Or  a  new  Xanthus,  on  a  foreign  fliore  ? 

Rife  then,  rife  all ;  aflift,  ye  mournful  dames. 

To  fet  tills  execrable  fleet  in  flames. 

For  late,  Caffandra  feem'd  to  load  my  hands-. 

In  vifions  of  the  night,  with  blazing  brands  :  825 

Seek  Troy  no  more,  fhe  faid  :  this  delHn'd  place 

Is  the  fixt  manfion  of  the  Dardan  race. 

Fly,  fly  we  then,  the  omen  to  complete  ; 

Tlie  glad  occafion  calls  to  fire  the  fleet ; 

Lo  I  where  to  Neptune  four  proud  altars  rife  !         830 

Lo  !  his  own  fires  the  ready  god  fupplies  ! 

She  faid; — then  feiz'd  a  blazing  brand,  and  threw; 

Th'  ir.creafmg  flames  amid  the  navy  flew. 

At  the  bold  deed,  with  deep  farprife  amaz'd. 

The  dames  all  wond'ring,  on  the  goddeA  gaz'd.       835 

At  laft,  the  nurfe  of  Priam's  offspring  broke 

The  general  iilence,  and  the  train  befpoke  : 

This  was  no  Beroe,  whom  he  faw  appear. 

But  fome  bright  goddefs  from  th'  ethereal  fphere. 

Mark  her  majeftic  port  !   her  voice  divine  !  840 

O'er  all  her  form  what  flarry  fplendors  fliine  ! 

She  darts  a  glance  immortal  from  her  eyes. 

Breathes,  looks  and  moves,  a  fifler  of  the  firies  ! 

Beroe  I  left  in  anguifh,  who  repin'd. 

Shut  from  the  rites,  and  to  her  couch  confin'd.        845 

The  matrons,  now  by  doubts  and  fears  impell'd, 
Flril;  with  malignant  eyes  the  fleet  beiield  ; 
In  choice  fufpended  for  a  fpace  they  ftand. 
Between  the  promis'd  and  the  prefent  land  : 

F  3  When, 
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When,  fmooth  on  levell'd  wings,  the  goddcfs  flics,  85"» 

And  cuts  a  mighty  how  along  the  fkies. 

Struck  at  the  wond'rous  fight,  tlie  ihrieking  dames. 

From  the  b.ight  altars  fnatch  the  facrcd  flames  ; 

Bring  leaves  and  wither'd  branches  in  their  hands 

To  feed  the  fires  ;  and  hurl  the  blazing  brands.       855 

Fierce  through  the  fliips,  the  decks,  the  crackling  oars^ 

In  all  his  rage  devouring  Vulcan  roars. 

And  now  Eumelus  to  the  holl  conveys 

The  dreadful  tidings  of  the  rifmg  blaze  : 

The  crowds  grow  pale  ;  they  look  behind  and  fpy  860 

A  cloud  of  Cinders  dark'ning  all  the  ilcy. 

And  firll  Afcanius,  as  he  led  the  band, 

Pour'd  o'er  the  plain,  impetuous,  to  the  ilrand  ; 

Nor  can  his  panting  guardians  check  the  fpeed 

Of  the  young  hero,  and  his  fiery  Heed  : 

Oh  !  what  curfl:  rage  is  this,  ye  wretched  dames  ?  865 

To  v/hat  dire  purpofc  fly  thefe  fatal  flames  ? 

Behold,  your  own  Afcanius — you  defiroy 

No  Argive  navy,  but  the  hopes  of  Troy. 

With  that  lie  threw  his  helmet  on  the  fl^ore,         870 
In  v.hich  he  led  his  youthful  bands  before. 
Next  can-.e  JEneas,  and  the  Trojan  hoil. 
Th'  affrighted  dames  difperfmg  o'er  the  coaft. 
To  woods  and  hollow  caverns  take  tlieir  flight. 
Repent  their  crime,  and  hate  the  golden  light :       875 
With  alter'd  minds  their  kindred  they  confelt. 
And  the  fierce  goddefs  fled  from  every  bread. 

Not  fo  the  furious  flames ;  they  fpread  the  more ; 
And,  high  in  aL-,  with  rage  redoubled  roar. 

*  Clofe 
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Clofe  in  the  cordage  works  the  fuUen  fire,  880 

And  through  the  ribs  the  heavy  fmokes  expire. 

Within  the  keel  the  fubtle  vapours  lye  ; 

Thence  the  contagious  flames  through  all  the  veflel  fly. 

The  lab'ring  heroes  toil  with  fruitlefs  pair:, 

AtTid  gufliing  floods  on  floods  arc  nour'd  in  vain,     8 85 

The  prince  then  tore  his  robes  in  deep  defpair, 

Rais'd  high  his  hands  ;  and  thus  addreft  his  pray'r ; 

Great  Jove  !   if  one  of  all  the  Trojan  ftate 

Lives  yet  exempt  from  thy  immortal  hate  ; 

Oh  !  if  thy  facred  eyes  with  wonted  grace  890 

Behold  the  miferable  mortal  race  ; 

Supprefs  thefe  fires;  forbid  them  to  defl:roy; 

And  fnatch  from  death  the  poor  remains  of  Troy  I 

Or  if  my  crimes,   almighty  fire  !   demand 

The  lail,  lall  vengeance  of  thy  dreadful  hand,         895 

On  me,  on  me  alone  that  vengeance  flied. 

And  with  thy  levell'd  thunders  ftrike  me  dead  1 

Scarce  had  he  faid,  when  o'er  the  navy  pours 

A  fudden  gloorny  cloud  in  rattling  fliow'rs ; 

Black  with  the  fouthern  vyinds  the  tempell  flies,       900 

And  in  a  moment  burfts  from  ^11  the  fdes 

In  fluicy  ftieets  and  deluges  of  rain ; 

And  the  loud  thunders  fliook  the  mountain  and  the  plain. 

Fierce  o'er  the  fliips  the  waters  took  their  way ; 

And,  quench'd  in  floods,  the  hilling  timbers  lay.    905 

Four  gallies  lofl; ;  at  length  the  flames  retire. 

And  all  the  remnant  fleet  efcap'd  the  raging  fire. 

Mean  lime  the  hero  by  the  lofs  opprefl, 
\Vith  various  cares,  that  rack'd  his  lab'ring  bread:, 

F4  If 
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If  Itill  '0  fcek  the  Latian  realm  debates,  9^0 

Or  here  to  fix,  forgetful  of  the  f  des. 

Then  Nautcs,  fam'd  for  wildom  and  for  age, 

(For  Pallas  taught  the  venerable  lage. 

What  great  events  the  fates  and  gods  ordain ;) 

Befpoke  the  chief,  aud  thus  reliev'd  his  pain.  915 

'Tis  beft,  illuftrious  hero,  to  obey. 

And  ftill  purfue  where  fortune  leads  the  way ; 

By  patience  to  retrieve  our  haplefs  ftate. 

And  rife  fuperior  to  the  ftrokes  of  fate. 

Let  great  Accftes  in  your  councils  join,  920 

Your  royal  fr  end,  of  Troy's  immortal  line. 

Your  veilels  loll ;  thofe  numbers  who  remain, 

A  timorous,  weak,  unneceflary  train. 

The  hoary  fires  and  dames,  unfit  to  bear 

The  periL  of  the  fea,  or  toils  of  war,  925 

Selc(5l ;  and  truil  to  his  paternal  care. 

The  weary  wretches  here  their  walls  may  frame. 

And  call  their  city  by  the  monarch's  name. 

The  prince  approv'd  th'  advice  his  friend  addreft. 

But  ftill  a  thoufand  cares  d'lHr&Q:  his  lab'ring  breaft.  930 

Now  o'er  the  folenin  /kies  devoid  of  light. 
High  in  her  {;iblc  chariot  rode  the  night ; 
When  to  the  godlike  hero,  from  the  pole 
Defceiius,  and  Ipeaks  his  mighty  father's  foul : 

My  fon  !  in  all  the  fates  of  Troy  approv'd,         935 
Whom,  while  I  liv'd,  beyond  my  life  I  lov'd; 
Lo  !  1  am  fent  by  heav'n's  almighty  fire. 
Who  from  thy  navy  bade  the  flames  retire. 

The 
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The  prudent  counfel  of  thy  friend  obey. 

Take,  with  the  braveft  youths,  the  dangerous  way :  94.0 

With  thefe  fair  Latium  fhalt  thou  reach,  and  there 

Wage  witli  a  rugged  race  a  dreadful  war. 

Yet  firft,  my  fon,  to  Pluto's  regions  go. 

And  meet  thy  father  in  the  realms  below; 

For  know,  my  fpirit  was  not  doom'd  to  dwell  945 

In  the  dark  horrors  and  the  depths  of  hell. 

But,  with  the  pious  bleft  afibinbly  reigns. 

In  all  the  pleafures  of  th'  Elyfian  plains. 

But  thou  the  blood  of  fable  vidims  (tied; 

Then  fliall  the  Sibyl  guide  thee  to  the  dead.  950 

There  ilialt  thou  know  what  town  the  fates  affign. 

With  the  long  glories  of  thy  future  liae. 

And  now,  farewell ;— the  night  Aides  fwift  away 

i  feel  from  far  the  morning's  painful  ray ; 

And  Ihrink  and  ficken  at  the  beams  of  day,  9^5 

lie  faid,  and  lo  !  that  moment  from  his  eyes. 

Like  a  thin  fmoke,  diiTolv'd  into  the  fkles. 

Vaniih'd  fo  foon  !  where,  whither  art  thou  gone? 
Why,  why  retires  my  father  from  his  fon  ? 
What !  not  one  laft  embrace  ?  the  prince  exclaims :  960 
Then  to  new  life  he  wakes  the  flumb'ring  flames  j 
And  hoary  \'^ell:a,  and  tlie  IVojan  powers, 
Witli  facred  gifts  and  fuppliant  vows  adores. 
Strait  the  whole  (ccne  before  liis  friends  he  lays,     965 
3ut  chief  the  vifion  to  the  king  difplays ; 
Unfolds  the  meflage  fent  from  Heav'n  above, 
Jiis  father's  counfel,  and  the  will  of  Jove, 

Hi* 
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His  friends  approve  the  hero's  new  dcfigns. 

And  in  tlie  talk  the  good  Acelles  joins. 

To  the  new  town  the  niatrons  they  aflign'd,  970 

And  leave  the  willing  vulgar  crowds  behind ; 

Souls,  that  no  hopes  of  future  praife  inflame. 

Cold  and  infenfible  to  glorious  fame. 

With  fpeed  the  half-burn'd  velfels  they  repair. 

Provide  new  cordage,  decks,  and  oars  with  care ; 

A  flender  band^  but  eager  all  for  war. 

The  prince  then  drew  a  city  on  the  plain  ; 

Next  he  afiign'd  the  dwellings  to  the  train. 

Now  a  new  ilion  in  Trinacria  rofe. 

And  a  new  Simois  and  Scamander  flows.  980 

Well-pleas 'd  Aceftcs  took  the  fov 'reign  fway ; 

Th'  adopted  fubjeds  their  new  prince  obey. 

The  king  conven'd  the  peers  around,  and  fate 

To  frame  new  laws,  and  regulate  the  Hate. 

To  Venus'  name  they  bid  a  temple  rife  985 

From  Eryx'  top,  high  low'ring  to  the  ikies : 

And  next  a  prieil  and  aniple  grove  were  made. 

For  ever  facrcd  to  Anchifes'  fhade. 

Now  nine  whole  days  in  folefnn  feafts  had  pall ; 

When  gentle  breezes  fmooth'd  the  floods  at  h'l :     99a 

The  fouthern  winds  invite  their  fails  and  oars ; 

Then  cries  and  flirieks  refound  along  the  fliorcs. 

I«.i  long,  long  ter>derncfs  they  fpend  tiie  day. 

In  clofe  embraces  wafte  the  night  av.'ay. 

Now  all  the  wretches,  e'en  the  female  train  995 

W'^P  fear"d  fo  late  the  danger^  of  the  main. 

And 
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And  Ihrunk,  the  rolling  ocean  to  furvey. 

All  wifh  to  take  the  long  laborious  way. 

The  meltmg  hero  foothes  the  wild  defpair,  995 

And  weeps,  and  gives  them  to  the  monarch's  care. 

Three  heifers  next  to  Eryx'  name  he  pays, 

A  lamb  to  every  ftorm  the  hero  flays, 

Unmoors  his  fleet,  and  every  fail  difplays; 

Crown'd  with  a  graceful  olive  wreath  he  ftands 

High  on  the  prow;  a  charger  in  his  hands ;  1005 

Hurls  the  fat  entrails  o'er  the  foamy  brine. 

And  ftains  the  filver  waves  with  fable  v.ine. 

Frefli  rife  the  profp'rous  gales ;  the  failors  fweep. 

And  dafli  with  equal  ftrokes  the  roaring  deep.        loog 

Mean  time  the  queen  of  love  v.ith  cares  opprefl. 
The  mighty  father  of  the  floods  addrell; : 
Imperious  ^AJfio's  unrelenting  hate 
To  the  poor  relicks  of  the  Trcjan  ftate, 
(Which  no  decrees  of  Jove  or  fate  reltrain. 
Nor  length  of  years,  nor  vows  preferr'd  in  vain)    1015 
Compelo  a  fifter  goddefs  to  repair. 
To  thee,  great  Neptune,  with  a  fuppliant's  prayer. 
For  rage  like  her's,  'twas  little  to  defcroy, 
Fair  Afla's  pride,  th'  imperial  town  of  Troy  ! 
'Twas  not  enough  her  wand'ring  natives  know       IC20 
AH  forms  and  all  varieties  of  woe  ! 
But  oh  I   her  groundlefs  vengeance  would  eiFace, 
Ev'n  tlie  lafl  relicks  of  the  perifn'd  race  1 
Thou,  thou  canil  witnefs,  ocean's  mighty  god  ! 
With  what  dire  florms  ilie  lafli'd  the  Libyan  flood ;  1025 

Wh;a. 
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When,  arm'd  with  all  th'  ^olian  winds  in  vain. 

Earth,  air,  and  heav'n,  flie  mingled  with  die  main. 

And  rais'd  fuch  tumalts  in  thy  wat'ry  reign. 

Yet,  ftill  more  Ihameful ! — now  her  arts  infpire 

The  Trojan  dames  to  wrap  the  (hips  in  fire;  1030 

And  urge  m}'  fon,  to  leave  his  focial  band 

(His  fleet  haif-ruin'd)  in  a  foreign  land. 

But  oh  !  I  beg  for  thofe,  who  yet  remain, 

A  peaceful  voyage  to  the  Latian  plain ; 

A  fuppliant  poddcfs  b-^gs  for  nothing  more  1035 

Than  thofe  fame  realms  the  fates  afTign'd  before ! 

'Tis  yours,  reply 'd  the  monarch  oi  the  main. 

Yours  to  command  in  this  our  wat'ry  reign ; 

Since  from  the  facred  ocean  iirft  you  came. 

Since  your  deferts  your  confidence  may  claim ;       104.0 

Oft  for  your  fon  I  bade  the  whirlwinds  ceafe  ; 

I  hulh'd  the  roarings  of  the  floods  to  peace ; 

And  Simois  can  alteft  and  Xanthus'  ftr:;am. 

By  land  my  guardian  care  was  ftill  tlie  fame. 

When  firft  Achilles,  furious  to  dcftroy,  1045 

Drove  to  their  waUs  the  trembling  fons  of  Troy ; 

Beneath  his  vengeful  fpear  when  thoiifands  bled, 

■V^'hen  the  choak'd  rivers  groan'd  v/iih  loads  of  dead ; 

When  Xanthus'  flood  incumber'd  wit'i  the  flain. 

Scarce  rcU'd  his  flruggling  billo'.v:,  to  the  main;    1050 

Your  fon  o'^pos'd  him,  with  unequal  might 

And  far  inferior  gods,  in  fingle  fight  : 

Inftant  I  fnatch'd  him  from  the  dreadful  fray. 

And' iu  a  cloud  coniey'd  the  chief  away. 

Ev'n 


,•1 


VIRGIL'S   ^NEID.    SOOKV.       77 

Ev'n  then  I  fav'd  the  warrior,  when  with  joy        1055 

I  wifh'd  and  wrought  the  fall  of  p?rjur'd  Troy: 

And  ftiil  will  fave  him — he  fliall  plough  the  fea. 

And  to  Avernus'  port  diredl  his  way. 

On  the  wild  floods  fhall  only  one  be  loft. 

One  fino-le  wretch  atone  for  all  the  hoft!  1060 

o 

Thus  when  the  god  had  footh'd  her  anxious  mind. 
His  finny  courfers  to  the  car  he  join'd  ; 
Next  to  their  fiery  mouths  the  bits  apnly'd. 
And,  while  the  wheels  along  the  level  glide,     1064 
He  throws  up  all  the  reins,  and  fkims  the  fioating  tide. 
The  flood  fubfides  and  fpreads  a  glafly  plain. 
And  the  loud  chariot  thunders  o'er  the  main  ; 
The  clouds  before  the  mighty  monarch  fly 
In  heaps,  and  fcatter  through  the  boundlefs  iky : 
A  thoufand  forms  attend  the  glorious  god,  1070 

Enormous  whales,  and  monlrers  of  the  flood  : 
Here  the  long  train  of  hoary  Glaucus  rides ; 
Here  the  fwift  tritons  flioot  along  the  tides ; 
There  rode  Palaemon  o'er  the  wat'ry  plain. 
With  aged  Phorcus,  and  his  azure  train  ;  1 07  5 

And  beauteous  Thetis  led  the  daughters  of  the  main. 

^neas  view'd  the  fcene  ;  and  lience  aroie 
A  beam  of  joy  to  diffipate  his  woes. 
Inibnt  he  gives  command  to  llrelch  the  fails. 
To  rear  the  raail:  and  calcii  the  lr)ringlr:g  gales.      io2o 
Strait  the  glad  train  the  fpacious  Iheet  Uubmd, 
And  flretjh  the  canvas  to  the  driving  wind. 
Old  Paliiiurus  firil  the  navy  guides  ; 
The  reft  obedient  follow  through  the  tides. 

Now 
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Now  half  the  night  thro'  heav'n  had  roll'd  away,  icSj 

The  failors  ftretch'd  along  their  benches  layi 

When  through  the  parting  vapour  fwiftly  flies 

The  god  of  flumbers  from  th'  ethereal  fiiics. 

To  thee,  poor  Palinure,  he  came,  and  flied 

A  fatal  fleep  on  thy  dev^oted  head  !  1090 

High  on  the  ftern  his  filent  ftand  he  took 

In  Phorbas'  fhape ;  and  thus  the  phantom  fpoke : 

Behold,  the  fleet,  my  friend,  fecurely  fails, 

Steer'd  by  the  floods  and  wafted  by  the  gales  ! 

Now  ileal  a  moment's  reil ;  myfelf  will  guide         1095 

Awhile  the  veflTel  o'er  the  floating  tide. 

To  whom  the  careful  Palinure  replies. 

While  fcarce  he  rais'd  his  heavy  clofmg  eyes  : 

Me  would'ft  thou  urge  in  fieep  to  flnk  away. 

And  fondly  credit  fuch  a  flatt'ring  fea  ?  1 1 00 

Too  well)  my  friend,  I  know  the  treach'rous  main  ! 

Too  well  to  tempt  the  monfter's  fmiles  again ! 

Too  oft  deceiv'd  by  fuch  a  calm  before, 

I  truft  my  mafter  to  the  winds  no  more. 

This  faid,  he  grafp'd  the  helm,  and  fixt  his  eyes   1 10^ 

On  every  guiding  flar  that  gilds  the  fkies. 

Then  o'er  his  temples  fliook  the  wrathful  god 

A  branch,  deep-drench'd  in  Lethe's  fdent  flood. 

The  potent  charm  in  dews  of  flumber  fteep. 

And  foon  weigh  down  his  fwimming  eyes  to  fleep.  1 1 10 

Scarce  yet  his  languid  limbs  had  funk  away. 

When  o'er  the  wretch  the  god  incumbent  lay. 

And,  with  a  fliatter'd  fragment  of  the  fhip. 

Bore  down  tlie  helm  and  pilot  to  the  deep  ; 

Head- 
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Headlong  he  tumbles  in  the  flafhing  main,  1 1 1  ^ 

And  calls  for  fuccour  to  his  friends  in  vain. 

Swift  from  the  ftern  the  airy  phantom  flies. 

And  with  fpread  pinions  mounts  the  golden  ikies ; 

Yet  fmooth  along  the  flood  the  navy  rode. 

Safe  in  the  promife  of  the  wat'ry  god.  1 1 20 

Now  they  approach'd  the  firen's  dangerous  coafl. 

Once  rough,  and  infamous  for  veflels  loft  : 

Huge  heaps  of  bones  ftill  whiten  all  the  fnore ; 

And,  dalh'd  from  rock  to  rock,  the  billows  roar. 

The  watchful  prince  th'  endanger'd  galley  found,  1 125 

Without  a  pilot  ftrike  on  fhoaly  ground ; 

Himfelf  then  took  the  talk,  by  night  to  guide 

The  wand'ring  veffel  o'er  the  rolling  tide  : 

O  dear  lamented  friend  !    (the  hero  cries,) 

For  faith  repos'd  on  flattering  feas  and  Ikies,      1 1  j 

Call  on  a  foreign  fliore  thy  naked  body  lies  I 
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ARGUMENT. 


The  Sibyl  foretells  ./Eneas  the  adventures  he  fhould 
meet  with  in  Italy.  She  attends  him  to  hell,  de- 
fcribing  to  him  the  various  fcenes  of  that  place,  and 
conducing  him  to  his  father  Anchifes,  who  inftruds 
him  in  thofe  fublime  myfteries  of  the  foul  of  the  world, 
and  the  tranfmigration ;  and  (hews  him  that  glorious 
race  of  heroes,  which  was  to  defcend  from  him  and  hi, 
pollerity. 
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f  I  ^HUS  while  he  wept;  vvith  flying  fails  and  oars 

■*•       The  navy  reach'd  the  fair  Cuma?an  fhores. 
The  circling  anchors  here  the  fleet  detain. 
All  rang'd  befide  the  margin  of  the  main. 
With  eager  tranfport  lir'd,  the  Trojan  band  5 

Leap  from  the  fhips  to  gain  th'  Hefperian  land. 
Some  ilrike  from  flints  the  fparkling  feeds  of  flame. 
Some  fl:orm  the  coverts  of  the  favage  game ; 
To  fcfed  the  fires,  unroot  the  fl:anding  woods. 
And  flaew  with  joy  the  new-difcover'd  floods.  10 

To  Phoebus'  fane  the  hero  paft  along. 
And  thofe  dark  caverns  where  the  Sibyl  fung. 
There,  as  the  god  enlarg'd  her  foul,  fhe  fate. 
And  open'd  all  the  deep  decrees  of  fate. 
The  train  with  reverence  enter,  and  behold  1 5 

Challe  Trivia's  grove,  and  temple  roof  d  with  gold ; 
A  ftrudlure  rais'd  by  Dsedalus,   ('tis  faid) 
When  from  the  Cretan  king's  revenge  he  fled, 
On  wings  to  Northern  climes  he  dar'd  to  foar. 
Through  airy  ways  unknown  to  man  before ;  20 

Full  many  a  length  of  fky  and  ocean  paft. 
On  Cuma's  facred  tow'rs  he  flioop'd  at  laft. 

G  2  Then 
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Then  hung  to  Phoebus  in  the  ftrange  abode. 

The  wings  that  fteer'd  him  through  the  liquid  road. 

And  raisd  the  pompous  pile  in  honour  of  the  god.  zi 

The  matchlefs  artift,  on  the  lofty  gate, 

Engrav'd  Androgeos'  memorable  fate: 

And  here  by  lot  fad  Athens  early  paid 

Sev'n  haplefs  youths,  to  foothe  his  angry  fhade. 

Here  flood  the  fatal  urn  ;  and  there  with  pride  30 

Fair  Crete  rofe  tow'ring  on  the  filver  tide. 

There  too  the  father  of  the  herds  was  feen. 

Who  quench'd  the  paffion  of  the  luftful  queen; 

Their  birth,  a  man  below,  a  beaft  above. 

The  mingled  offspring  of  prepoft'rous  love  !  35 

Tliere  flood  the  winding  pile,  whofe  mazes  run 

Round  within  round,  and  end  where  they  begun. 

But  when  the  pitying  Dc-edalus  furvey'd 

The  hopelefs  paffion  of  the  *  royal  maid. 

He  led  her  Thefeus  through  the  puzzling  ways,        40 

Safe  with  a  clue,  and  open'd  every  maze. 

Thou  too,  poor  Icarus  I  hadlt  borne  a  part. 

Had  grief  not  check'd  thy  parent  in  his  art ! 

He  thrice  elfay'd  the  mournful  talk  in  vain; 

Thrice  fliook.  his  hand,  and  drop'd  the  tafk  again.    4^ 

Thus  had  they  gaz'd  o'er  all  the  coftly  frame. 
When  lo  !   Achates  from  the  temple  came ; 
With  him  Deiphobe  of  i'hoebus'  fane 
The  facred  prieftefs — who  at  once  began  :—— 
Hence  -  gaze  no  more ;  fev'n  chofen  (heap  with  fpeedjjo 
Sev'n  fteers,  unconfcious  of  the  yoke,  mail  bleed. 

*  Ariadne, 

She 


VIRGIL'S   i^NEID.    B  O  O  Pi   VI.      85 

She  fpoke ;  the  crowds  obey ;  and  to  the  fane 

Sublime,  fhe  calls  the  uand'ring  Trojan  tram. 

Scoop 'd  through  the  rock,  in  mighty  depth  difplay'd. 

Lies  the  dark  cavern  of  the  Sibyl  maid;  55 

Through  all  the  hundred  portals  rufh  abroad 

Her  facred  voice,  and  anfwers  of  the  god. 

Scarce  at  the  cell  arriv'd — invoke  the  /kies, 

I  feel  the  god,  the  ruftiing  god  !  fhe  cries. 

While  yet  fhe  fpoke,  enlarg'd  her  features  grew,      60 

Her  colour  changed,  her  locks  diflievcl'd  flew. 

The  heav'nly  tumult  reigns  in  every  part. 

Pants  in  her  breafl,  and  fwells  her  rifmg  heart : 

Still  fpreading  to  the  fight,  the  prieflefs  glow'd. 

And  he.iv'd  impatient  of  th'  incumbent  god.  65 

Then  to  her  inmofl  foul  by  Phoebus  fi.  M, 

In  more  than  human  founds  fhe  fpoke  infpir'd : 

Still,  deft  thou  ftill  delay  ?  thy  voice  employ 

In  ardent  vows,  illullrious  prince  of  Troy  1 

Thy  pray'rs,  thy  urgent  pray'rs  muft  wide  difplay     jQ 

Thefe  aweful  portals  to  the  light  of  day. 

She  faid ;  the  Trojans  fhook  with  holy  fear. 

And  thus  the  fuppliant  prince  preferr'd  his  pray'r : 

Hear,  Phoebus,  gracious  God  I  whole  aid  divine 
So  oft  has  fav'd  the  wretched  Trojan  line,  75 

And  wing'd  the  fhaft  from  Paris'  Phrygian  bow. 
The  fhaft  that  laid  the  great  Achilles  low. 
Led  by  thy  guardian  care,  fecure  1  paft 
Through  many  a  realm,  and  rang'd  the  wat'ry  wafte  ; 
Trod  the  v^ild  regions  where  the  Syrtes  lie,  80 

And  lands  that  flretch  beneath  a  different  iky. 

G  3  At 
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At  lcne;th  the  coail  of  Italy  we  gain, 

The  flviiig  coaft,  lb  long  puriu'd  in  vain. 

Till  now,  to  every  realm  our  courfe  we  bent, 

And  Ilion's  fate  purfu'd  us  where  we  went.  85 

Now  all  ye  pow'rs,  confederate  to  deltroy 

The  glorious  empire  and  the  tow'rs  of  Troy, 

'Tis  time  to  bid  your  wrathful  vengeance  ceafe. 

To  bid  her  poor  remains  repofe  in  peace. 

And  thou,  great  Sybil !  to  whofe  piercing  eye  90 

Difclos'd  the  fcenes  of  future  ages  lie ; 

Since  all  my  cares  and  labours  but  explore 

An  empire  promis'd  by  tlie  Fates  before. 

Give  me  to  fix  in  Latium's  fair  abodes 

The  fons  of  Troy,  and  reft  her  wand'ring  gods :       95 

Then  dial!  my  hands  a  glorious  temple  frame 

To  mighty  Dian,  and  her  brother's  name  ; 

And  folemn  days  to  Phcebus  I'll  decree. 

And  in  my  realm '-  ihall  temples  rife  to  thee ; 

There  all  thy  myilic  numbers  will  I  place,  100 

With  all  the  fortunes  of  the  Trojan  race. 

By  chofen  fages  guarded,  there  fhall  lie 

I'he  records,  facred  from  the  vulgar  eye. 

Nor  be  my  fates  to  Hitting  leaves  confign'd. 

To  fly  the  common  fport  of  every  wind!  105 

But  thou,  even  thou,  great  prophetefs  I  relate 

In  vocal  accents  all  my  future  fate. 

Now  raves-  the  Sibyl  in  her  cave,  oppreft 
By  Phoebus  raging  in  her  heaving  breaft  ; 
She  ftruggles  to  difcl^arge  the  mighty  load,  }  IQ 
Maddens  and  bounds,  impatient  of  the  god  : 
'       ■                                      Hef 
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Her  foamy  mouth  attentive  to  control. 
He  forms  her  organs  and  commands  her  foul. 
Then  (all  the  hundred  doors  difplay'd  to  view) 
Through  every  vent  the  facred  accents  flew  :  1 15 

By  fea,  O  prince  !  are  all  thy  perils  o'er, 
B-ut  far,  far  greater  wait  thee  on  the  fliore. 
JDifmlfs  thy  doubts ;  to  Latium's  deftin'd  plain 
Troy's  fons  fhall  come,  but  wifh  to  fly  again. 
Wars,  horrid  wars  I  fee  on  Tyber's  fliore;  120 

And  all  his  waves  run  thick  with  human  gore  ! 
Scamander  flialt  thou  find,  and  Simois  there. 
And  Greece  ihall  arm  a  fecond  holt  for  war. 
A  new  Achilles  rifes  to  the  fight ; 
Him  too  a  pregnant  goddefs  brings  to  light :  1 25 

And  heav'n's  great  queen,  with  unrelenting  hate. 
Still,  as  of  old,  purfues  the  Dardan  ftate. 
Once  more  the  woes  of  Troy  derive  their  caufe 
From  a  new  breach  of  hofpitable  laws  ; 
And  flie  mull  bleed  again  as  late  Ihe  bled,  130 

For  a  rap'd  princefs  and  a  foreign  bed. 
How  flialt  thou  rove,  new  fuccours  to  implore. 
From  every  court  along  the  Latian  fliore  ! 
But  thou,  more  bold,  the  more  thy  fates  oppofe. 
Advance,  great  prince,  fuperior  to  thy  woes:  13^ 

Thy  firft  fair  hopes  of  fafety  and  fuccefs. 
Beyond  thy  fondeft  wifli,  fhall  rife  from  Greece, 

Thus  fpoke  the  Sibyl  from  her  dark  abode 
The  dread  myllerious  anfvyers  of  the  god ; 
The  wond'rous  truths  involv'd  in  riddles,  gave,      140 
And,  furious,  bellow'd  round  the  gloomy  cave. 

G  ^.  ApoU© 
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Apollo  fhook  his  rod  ;  pofTeft  her  whole, 

Pour'd  in  his  fires,  and  rein'd  her  raging  foul. 

At  length  the  fierce  ethereal  tranfport  ceafe. 

And  all  the  heavenly  fury  funk  in  peace.  145 

When  thus  the  chief— O  facred  dame  1   I  know 
Too  well  already  my  predellin'd  woe  ; 
But  grant  my  pray'r  ! — Since  here,  as  Fame  relates, 
Li-s  the  dread  road  to  Pluto's  gloomy  gates ; 
Where  baleful  Acheron  fpreads,  far  and  wide,         150 
His  livid,  melancholy,  murmuring  tide  ; 
Unfold  thefe  portals,  and  thy  fuppliant  lead 
Down  to  the  dark  dominions  of  the  dead  : 
Give  me  to  view  my  father's  reverend  face. 
And  rul"h  with  tranfport  to  his  dear  embrace  !  155 

Kim  through  embattled  armies  I  convey'd. 
While  javelins  hils'd,  and  flames  around  me  play'd. 
He  f.iar'd  rry  toil?,  determin'd  to  defy 
The  ft-^rms  of  every  fea  and  every  flcy; 
In  hardiliips,  cares  and  dangers  to  engage ;  1 60 

I^or  fpar'd  hts  Hooping  venerable  age. 
Yet  more— he  bade  me  to  thy  cell  repair. 
And  feek  thv  potent  ?.id  with  fippliant  pray'r : 
Oh !  hear  our  joint  r-  queft,  our  'uft  defire ; 
And  guide  the  fo-^.,  in  pity  to  the  fire.  1 65 

Your's  ii  Liie  pow'r,  for  Hecate  beftov,''d 
On  ycu  the  rule  of  this  infernal  wood. 
If  Orpheus  by  hi?  iy/e's  enchanting  ftrain 
Could  call  his  coniort  from  the  (hades  again ; 
If  Pollux  Jy'd  alternate,  to  convey  170 

His  ranfom'd  brother  to  the  realms  of  day. 
And  trod  fo  oft  the  fan^e  infernal  way  ? 

Wh/ 
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Why  fhould  I  Thefeus,  why  Alcides  name. 

Each  hero  fprung  but  from  a  mortal  dame  ? 

To  hell  thoie  chiefs  defcenJed  from  above  :         ^75  7 

1  claim  a  julter  right ;  for  I  can  prove  > 

Ivly  birth  from  Venus ;  my  d-'fcent  from  Jove.  J 

Then  to  the  Trojan  hero,  as  he  pray'd 
And  grafp'd  the  altars,  fpoke  the  facred  maid : 

O  glorious  prince  !  of  brave  Anchifes'  line,  1 8o 

Great,  godlike  hero,  fprung  from  feed  divine  ! 
Smooth  lies  the  road  to  Pluto's  gloomy  fliade; 
And  hell's  black  gates  for  ever  Ibnd  difplay'd  : 
But  'tis  a  long  unconquerable  pain. 
To  climb  to  thcfe  ethereal  realms  again.  185 

The  choice  feletled  few,  whom  fav'ring  Jove, 
Or  their  own  virtue  ra's'd  to  heaven  aboi'e. 
From  thefe  dark  realms  eraerg'd  again  to  day ; 
The  mighty  fons  of  gods  1  and  only  they! 
The  frightfal  entrance  lies  perplex'd  witli  woods,     190 
Inclos'd  with  fad  Coc)'tus'  fullen  floods. 
But  fince  you  long  to  pafs  the  realms  benrath. 
The  dreadful  realms  of  darknefs  and  of  d^ath. 
Twice  the  dire  Stygian  flream  to  meafure  o'-er. 
And  twice  the  black  Tartarean  guT  explore  :  195 

Firft,  take  m.y  counfel,  then  fecurely  go, 
A  mighty  tree,  that  bears  a  golden  bough. 
Grows  in  a  vale,  furrounded  with  a  grove. 
And  facred  to  the  queen  of  Stygian  Jove. 
Iler  nether  world  no  mortals  can  behold,  200 

Till  from  the  bole  they  fbip  the  blooming  gold. 

Th? 
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The  mighty  queen  requires  this  gift  alone. 

And  claims  the  fhining  wonder  for  her  own. 

One  pluck'd  away,  a  fecond  branch  you  fee 

Shoot  forth  in  gold,  and  glitter  through  the  tree,  205 

Go  then  ;  with  care  erefl  thy  fearching  eyes. 

And  in  proud  triumph  feize  the  gloriuus  prize. 

Thy  purpos'd  journey  if  the  Fates  allow, 

Free  to  thy  touch  fhall  bend  the  coftly  bough  : 

If  not;  the  tree  will  mortal  llrength  difdain ;  2l<9 

And  Iteel  fhall  hew  the  glitt'ring  branch  in  vain. 

Befides,  while  here  my  counfel  you  implore. 

Your  breathlefs  friend,  unbiiried  on  the  ihore, 

(Ah  1  haplefs  warrior  I  in  thy  abfence  loft) 

The  camp  unhallows,  and  pollutes  the  hoft.  z  1 5 

Firft  let  his  cold  remains  in  earth  be  laid. 

And  decent  in  the  grave  difpofe  the  dead. 

The  due  luftration  next  perform,  and  bring 

The  fable  vidims  for  the  Stygian  king. 

Then  to  the  realms  of  hell  (halt  thou  repair,  220 

Untrod  by  thofe  who  breathe  the  vital  air. 

She  ceas'd  ;  the  mournful  prince  returns  with  fighsr 
Qn  earth  the  drooping  hero  fix'd  his  eyes. 
Deep  in  his  melancholy  thoughts  he  weigh'd 
The  dire  event,  and  all  the  Sibyl  faid;  225 

While  at  his  fide  the  good  Achates  fhares 
The  warrior's  anguifh,  and  divides  his  cares. 
Oft  they  div  in'd  in  vain,  what  haplefs  friend 
Dead  and  expos'd,  her  dubious  words  intend. 
But  when  arriv^,  amid  the  crowded  ftrand  230 

'l^hey  faw  Mifenus  ftretch'd  along  the  fand; 

The 
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The  great  Miienus,  of  celeftial  kind 

Sprung  from  the  mighty  monarch  of  the  wind ; 

Whofe  trump,  with  noble  clangors,  fir'd  from  far 

Th'  embattled  holts,  and  blew  the  flames  of  war.    235 

By  Hedlor's  fide  with  unrefifted  might 

His  javelin  rag'd ;  his  trumpet  rous'd  the  fight. 

But  when  that  hero  on  the  Phrygian  pkiin 

By  ftern  Pelides'  thund'ring  arm  was  flain. 

He  follow'd  next  ^neas'  conqu'ring  fword,  240 

As  brave  a  warrior  as  his  former  lord. 

But  while  the  daring  mortal  o"er  the  flood 

Rais'd  his  high  notes,  and  challeng'd  every  god. 

With  envy  Triton  hear'd  the  noble  rtrain. 

And  whelm 'd  the  bold  mufician  in  the  main.  245 

Around  the  body  flood  the  mournful  holt. 

By  his  great  maflier  wept,  and  fufier'd  moft. 

The  forr owing  troops  the  Sibyl's  words  obey. 

And  to  the  lofcy  foreft  bend  their  way. 

To  bid  the  proud  funereal  pyre  arife,  250 

And  build  the  folemn  ftrudlure  to  the  fkies. 

Then  fled  the  fayage  from  his  dark  abode ; 

The  v.cll-ply'd  axes  echo  through  the  wood. 

The  piercing  wedges  cleave  the  crackliiig  oak ; 

Loud  groan  the  trees  and  fmk  at  every  It.oke.  255 

The  tall  afli  tumbles  from  the  mountain's  crown ; 

Th'  aerial  elms  come  cralnng  headlong  down. 

Firft  of  the  train,  the  prince,  v/ith  thund'ring  found, 

Whirl'd  his  huge  axe,  and  fpread  the  ruin  round. 

Then  as  the  mighty  fore  it  he  furvey'd,    i*  260 

D'erwhelm'd  v.ith  care  tlie  thoughtful  hero  pray'd : 

Oh! 
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Oh  !  in  this  ample  grove  could  I  behold 

The  tree  that  blooms  with  vegetable  gold  ! 

Since  truth  infpir'd  each  word  the  Sibyl  faid ; 

Too  truly  fhe  pronounc'd  Mifenus  dead  !  265 

While  yet  he  fpoke,  two  doves  before  him  flew  : 

His  mother's  birds  the  chief  with  tranfport  knew; 

Then,  as  they  f  ;tt  ed  on  the  verdant  plain. 

The  joyful  hero  pray'd,  nor  pray'd  in  vain : 

Ee  you  my  guides  throug'.i  airy  tracks  above,  270 

And  lead  my  footfteps  to  the  fatal  grove; 

Point  out  the  road  (if  any  can  be  found,) 

Where  the  rich  bough  o'erfpreads  the  facred  ground. 

With  chequer'd  darkncfs  pierc'd  by  golden  rays, 

^nd  darts  at  once  a  fhadow  and  a  blaze  :  275 

Thou  tco,  O  goddefs  mother  I  lead  me  on. 

Unfold  thefe  wonders,  and  relieve  my  fon. 

This  faid,  he  ilop'd ;  but  fiill  his  eager  fight 

Watch'd  every  motion,  and  obferv'd  their  flight. 

By  turns  they  feed,  by  turns  they  gently  fly;  280 

Th'  advancing  chii^f  ftiil  fallows  with  his  eye. 

Arriy'd  at  length,  where,  brer.thing  to  the  fkies. 

Blue  clouds  of  poifon  from  Avernus  rife. 

Swift  from  the  deathful  b'.aft  at  once  thry  fpiing, 

Cut  the  light  air,  and  fl^oot  upon  the  wing  ;  28,5 

Then  on  the  v/ond'rous  tree  the  doves  alight. 

Where  fliines  the  fatal  bough  divinely  bright. 

That,  gliding  all  the  leaves  with  glancing  beams. 

Strikes  through  the  fullen  fliade  with  golden  gleams: 

As  when  bleak  winter  binds  the  frozen  fkies,  290, 

Pufh'd  from  the  ouk  her  foreign  honours  rife ; 

The 
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The  lofty  trunk  th'  adopted  branches  crown, 
Grac'd  with  a  yellow  offspring  not  her  own : 
So  with  bright  beanis,  all  beauteous  to  beho'd, 
Glow'd  on  the  duficy  tree  the  blooming  gold;  295 

The  blooming  gold,  by  every  breath  inclin'dj 
Flam'd  as  it  wav'd,  and  twinkled  in  the  wind. 
The  chief  with  tranfport  ftripp'd  the  branching  ore. 
And  the  rich  trophy  to  the  Sibyl  bore. 

Next  on  the  ftrand,  with  tears  the  Trojans  paid  300 
The  laft  fad  honours  to  Mifenus'  (hade  : 
With  cloven  oaks  and  unduojs  pines,  they  rear 
A  ftately  folemn  pUe  aloft  in  air. 
With  fable  wreaths  they  deck  tlie  iides  around. 
The  fpreading  front  with  baleful  cyprefs  bound,  305 
And  with  his  arms  the  tow'ring  Itrufture  crown'd. 
Some  the  huge  cauldron  fill ;  the  foaming  ftream 
From  the  deep  womb  mounts  bubbling  o'er  the  brim 
With  groans  the  train  anoint  and  bathe  the  dead. 
O'er  the  cold  limbs  his  purple  garment  fpread,    3 1 
And  place  him  decent  on  the  funeral  bed; 
While  thefe  fupport  the  bier,  and  in  their  hands. 
With  looks  averted,  hold  the  framing  brands : 
The  rite  of  old  1  —rich  incenfe  loads  the  pyre. 
And  oils  and  flaughter'd  victims  feed  the  fire.  3 1 5 

Soon  as  the  pile,  fubfidlng,  flames  no  more. 
With  wine  the  fmoking  heap  they  fprinkled  o'er ; 
Then  Chorin32us  took  the  charge,  to  place 
The  bones  felefted  in  a  brazen  vafe  : 
A  verdant  branch  of  olive  in  his  hands,  320 

He  mov'd  around,  and  puriiy'd  the  bands  j 

Slow 
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Slow  as  he  part,  the  ludral  waters  fhed. 

Then  clos'd  the  rites,  and  thrice  invok'd  the  dead. 

This  done;  to  folemuize  the  warrior's  doom. 
The  pious  hero  rais'd.  a  lofty  tomb;  325 

The  tow'ring  top  his  well-known  enfigns  bore. 
His  arms,  his  once  loud  trump,  and  tapering  oar : 
Beneath  the  mountain  rofe  the  mighty  frame. 
That  bears  from  age  to  age  Mifenus'  name. 

Thefe  rites  difcharg'd:  the  Sibyl  to  obey,  336 

Swift  from  the  tomb  tlie  hero  bends  his  way. 
Deep,  deep,  a  cavern  lies,  devoid,  of  light. 
All  rough  with  rocks,  and  horrible  to  fight ; 
Its  dreadful  mouth  is  fenc'd  with  fable  floods, 
And  the  brown  horrors  of  furrounding  woods.  335 

From  its  black  jaws  fuch  baleful  vapours  rife. 
Blot  the  bright  day,  and  blaft  the  golden  fkiesj 
That  not  a  bird  can  ftretch  her  pinions  there 
Through  the  thick  poifons  and  incumber'd  air. 
But  ftruck  by  deatli  her  flagging  pinions  ceafe;       340 
And  hence  Aornus  was  it  call'd.  by  Greece. 
Hither  the  prieftefs  four  black  heifers  led. 
Between  their  horns  the  hallow'd  wine  flie  flied  ; 
From  their  high  front  the  topmofl  hairs  (he  drew. 
And  in  the  flames  the  firfl  oblations  threw.  34.5 

Then  calls  on  potent  Hecate,  renown'd 
In  heay'n  above,  and  Erebus  profound. 
iThe  viftims  next  th'  attendants  kill'd,  and  fl;ood 
With  ample  chargers,  to  receive  the  blood. 
To  eartli  and  night  a  lamb  of  fable  hue,  350 

With  folemn  rites,  the  pious  hero  flew. 

Next 
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Next  by  the  knife  a  barren  heifer  fell 

To  great  Perfephone  the  queen  of  hell. 

Then  to  her  lord,  infernal  Jove,  he  paid 

A  large  oblation  in  the  gloomy  (hade;  355 

And  oils  amid  the  burning  entrails  pour'd. 

While  llaughter'd  bulls  the  facred  flames  devour'd. 

When  lo  !  bv  dawning  day,  with  dreadful  found. 

Beneath  their  footfteps  groans  the  heaving  ground ; 

The  groves  all  wave;  the  forefts  tremble  round.  360 

Pale  Hecate  forfook  the  nether  /ky. 

And  howling  dogs  proclaim'd  the  goddefs  nigh. 

Fly,  ye  prophane  !  far,  far  away,  remove 

(Exclaims  the  Sybil)  from  the  facred  grove  : 

And  thou,  ^neas,  draw  thy  fhining  fteelj  365 

And  boldly  take  the  dreadful  road  to  hell. 

To  the  great  tafk  thy  ftrength  and  courage  call> 

W'ith  all  thy  pow'rs ;  this  inliant  claim  them  all. 

This  laid;  fhe  plunges  down  the  deep  defcent; 

The  prince  as  boldly  follow'd  \\here  flie  went.  37a 

Ye  fubterraneous  gods !  whofe  aweful  fway 
The  gliding  ghofts  and  fdent  (hades  obey ; 
O  Chaos  hoar  !  and  Phlegethon  profound  ! 
Whofe  folemn  empire  ilretches  wide  around ; 
Give  me,  ye  great  tremendous  pow'rs,  to  tell         375 
Of  fcenes,  and  wonders  in  the  depths  of  hell; 
Give  me  your  mighty  fecrets  to  difplay 
from  thofe  black  realms  ofdarknefs  to  the  day. 

Now  through  the  difmal  gloom  they  pafs,  and  tread 
Grim  Pluto's  courts,  the  regions  of  the  dead;         380 

As 
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As  puzzled  travellers  bewildcr'd  move, 
(The  moon  fcarce  glimmering  thro'  the  diifkf  grove) 
When  Jove  from  mortal  eyes  has  fnatch"d  the  light. 
And  wrapt  the  world  in  undiftinguifh'd  night. 

At  hell's  dread  mouth  a  thoufand  monilers  wait;  385 
Grief  fweeps,  and  Vengeance  bellows  in  the  gate : 
Bafe  Want,  low  Fear,  and  Famine's  lavvlefs  rage> 
And  pale  Dlfeafe,  and  flow  repining  Age, 
Fierce  formidable  fiends  !  the  portal  keep  ; 
With  Fain,  Toil,  Death,  and  Death's  half-brother  Sleep. 
There,  Joys,  embitter'd  with  remorfe  appear;        391 
Daughters  of  Guilt !  here  ftorms  dellrudlive  War. 
Mad  Difccrd  there  her  fnaky  trelTes  tore : 
Here,  ftretch'd  on  iron  beds,  the  Furies  roar. 
Full  in  the  midil  a  fpreading  elm  difplay'd  395 

His  aged  arms,  and  call  a  mightv  (hade. 
Each  trembling  leaf  with  fome  light  vifion  teeiils. 
And  heaves  impregnated  with  airy  dreams. 
With  double  forms  each  Scylla  took  her  place 
In  hell's  dark  entrance,  with  thf^  Centaur's  race ;    400 
And,  clofe  by  Lerna's  liiifing  monftcr,  ftands 
Briareus  dreadful  with  an  hundred  hands. 
There  Hern  Gerycn  rag'd ;  and,  all  aroundj 
F'crce  H.;rpies  fcream'd,  and  direful  Gorgons  frown'd; 
Here  from  Chimsera's  jaws  long  flames  expire;       40c 
And  the  huge  fiend  was  wrap'd  in  imoke  and  fire. 
Scar'd  at  the  fight,  his  fwo-d  the  hero  drew 
At  the  grim  monflers,  as  ihry  rofe  to  vicA'. 
His  guide  then  warn'd  him,  not  to  wage  the  war 
With  thin  light  forms,  and  images  of  air;  410 

Elfc 
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Elfe  had  he  rufh'd  amid  tli'  impaffive  train. 
And  madly  ftruck  at  empty  fhades  in  vain. 
From  hence  a  dark  uncomfortable  road 
Leads  to  dread  Acheron's  Tartarean  flood, 
Whofe  furious  whirlpools'  boil  on  every  fide,  4^5 

And  in  Cocytus  pour  the  roaring  tide 
All  flain'd  with  ooze,  and  black  with  rifir.g  fands. 
Lord  of  the  flood,  imperious  Charon  fl;ands ; 
But  rough,  begrim'd,  and  dreadful  he  appear'd ; 
Pvude  and  heglefted  hung  his  length  of  beard  ;         420 
All  patch'd  and  knotted  flutters  his  attire ; 
His  wrathful  eyeballs  glare  vvith  fanguine  fire. 
Though  old,  IHII  unimpair'd  by  years  he  ilood. 
And  hoary  vigour  blefl:  the  furly  god. 
Himfelf  ilill  ply'd  the  oars,  the  canvas  fpread,         425 
And  in  his  fable  bark  convey'd  the  dead. 
Hither,  a  mighty  crowd,  a  mingled  hoft, 
Confus'd,  came  pouiing  round  the  Stygian  coaft. 
Men,  matrons,  boys  and  virgins,  in  the  throng. 
With  mighty  kings,  and  heroes  marcii'd  along;      430 
And  blooming  youths  before  their  mournful  fires 
Stretch'd  out  untimely  on  their  funeral  pyres ; 
TJuck  as  the  leaves  come  fluttering  from  above. 
When  cooler  autumn  flirips  the  blafl;ed  grove  ; 
Thick,  as  the  feather 'd  flocks,  in  clofe  array,  435 

O'er  the  wide  fields  of  ocean  wing  their  way. 
When  from  the  rage  of  winter  they  repair 
To  v/armer  funs,  and  more  Indulgent  air. 
All  ftretch'd  their  fuppliant  hands,  and  all  implore 
The  firfl:  kind  pafiage  to  the  farther  fliore.  440 

Vol.  Llil.  H  Now 
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Now  thefe,  now  thofe,  lie  fingles  from  the  hoft. 

And  fome  he  drives  all  trembling  from  the  coalt. 

The  prince  aftonilh'd  at  the  tumult,  cry'd. 

Why  crowd  fuch  mighty  numbers  to  the  tide  ? 

Why  are  thofe  favour'd  ghofts  tranfported  o'er  ?      445 

And  thefe  fad  fliades  chas'd  backward  from  the  Ihore  ? 

The  full  of  days,  the  Sybil  thus  replies ; 

Great  prince,  the  true  defcendant  of  the  fkies ! 

You  fee  Cocytus'  llream  ;  the  Stygian  floods, 

Whofe  aweful  fandlion  binds  th'  attelling  gods.        450 

Thofe,  who  negletfled  on  the  ftrand  remain. 

Are  all  a  wretched,  poor,  unbury'd  train, 

Charon  is  he,  who  o'er  the  flood  prefides ; 

And  thofe  interr'd,  who  crofs  the  Stygian  tides. 

No  mortals  pafs  the  hoarfe-refounding  wave,  455 

But  thofe  who  flumber  in  the  peaceful  grave. 

Thus,  till  a  hundred  years  have  roll'd  away. 

Around  thefe  fliores  the  plaintive  fpcdres  ftray. 

That  mighty  term  expir'd,  their  wanderings  part. 

They  reach  the  long  expedled  fliore  at  lalh  460 

Struck  with  their  fate,  his  Iteps  the  hero  llay'd. 
And  with  foft  pity  all  the  crowd  furvey  'd. 
When  lo  !   Leucafpis  in  the  throng  he  fpy'd; 
And  great  Orontes,  once  the  Lycian  guide ; 
Sullen  and  fad  ;  for  fate's  relentlefs  doom  465 

Deny'd  the  chiefs  the  honour  of  a  tomb ; 
Whofe  galley,  whirl'd  by  tempells  round  and  round. 
Sunk,  by  a  mighty  furge  devour'd  and  drown'd. 
Now  drew  his  pilot  Palinurus  nigh, 
Who  watchitng  every  Itar  that  gilds  tiic  fky,  470- 
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While  from  the  Libyan  fhorcs  his  courfe  he  keeps. 

From  the  tali  rtern  plung'd  headlong  down  the  deeps. 

Pcnfive  his  flow  approach  the  fpeftre  made. 

When,  as  the  prince  had  fcarce  Ids  form  fur 

Thro'  the  thick  gloom,  he  firft  addrcfs'd  the  fhade  : 

What  godhead  whelm'd  my  friend,  our  faithful  guide. 

Beneath  the  roarings  of  the  dreadful  tide  ? 

Tell  me — for  oh  !  I  never  could  complain. 

Till  now,  of  Pho-bus,  nor  believ'd  in  vain. 

Once  he  foretold — (but  ah  !   thofe  hopes  are  loft)    480 

That  Palinure  fliould  reach  th'  Aufonian  coafl. 

Safe  from  the  giddy  ftorm  and  rolling  flood ; 

Is  this,  is  this  the  promife  of  a  god  ? 

Nor  Phoebus,  he  replies,  foretold  in  vain. 
Nor  has  a  god  o'erwhelm'd  me  in  the  main.  485 

No— as  I  fteer'd  along  the  foamy  fea. 
Headlong  I  fell,  and  tore  the  helm  away. 
But  by  thofe  fierce  tumultuous  floods  I  fwear. 
For  my  own  life  I  never  felt  a  fear. 
For  your's  alone  I  trembled,  left  the  fliip,  490 

Left  all  at  large  and  bounding  o'er  the  deep, 
Rob'd  of  her  helm  and  long-experienc'd  guide. 
Should  fink,  o'erwhelm'd  in  fuch  a  furious  tide. 
For  three  long  ftormy  nights  fublime  I  rode, 
Heav'd  by  the  fouthern  tempefts  o'er  the  flood  j       j^q; 
At  early  dawn  my  eyes  could  juft  explore. 
From  a  tall  tow'ring  furge,  th'  Italian  fliore. 
Thus  tir'd,  the  land  I  gain  by  flow  degrees. 
And,  'fcap'd  at  length  the  dangers  of  the  feas ; 

H  z  Bur 
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But  hopes  of  prey  the  favage  natives  led,  roo 

And,  while  I  grafp'J  the  fliaggy  moun:ai:i's  head, 

(My  cumb'rous  veils  yet  heavy  from  the  main,) 

By  barbarous  hands  thy  help'efs  friend  was  flain. 

And  now  by  floating  furges  am  1  toft. 

With  every  wind,  and  dafh'd  upon  the  ccaft.  505 

But  by  the  light  of  yon  ethereal  air. 

By  tliy  dead  father,  and  furviving  heir, 

O  prince  !   thy  pity  to  a  wretch  extend  ; 

And  from  thefe  di.mil  realms  enlarge  thy  friend. 

Or  to  the  Veline  port  direft  thy  way,  5 10 

And  in  the  ground  my  breathlefs  body  lay ; 

Or,  if  thy  goddefs-mother  can  diiclofe 

Some  means  to  fix  a  period  to  my  woes, 

(For  fure  uncall'd,  unguided  by  the  gods. 

You  durft  not  pafs  thele  dreadful  Stygian  floods)     5 1 5 

Lend  to  a  pii-ing  wretch  thy  friendl)'  hand. 

And  waft  him  with  tliee  to  the  farther  ftrand ! 

Thus,  in  this  difmal  ftate  of  death  at  leaft 

My  wand'ring  foul  may  lie  compos'd  in  reft. 

And  how,  reply'd  the  dame,  could  rife  in  man    520 
A  wiih  fo  impious ;  or  a  thought  fo  vain  I 
Uncaird,  unbury'd,  vvouldft  thou  venture  o'er. 
And  view  th'  infernal  fiends  who  guard  the  ftiore  ? 
Hope  not  to  turn  the  ccurfe  of  fate  by  pray'r. 
Or  bend  the  gods  inflexibly  fevere:  525 

But  bear  thy  doom  content;  while  I  difclofe 
A  beam  of  comfort  to  relieve  thy  woes ; 
For  know,  the  nations  bord'ring  on  the  floods, 
Alarm'd  by  direful  omea^  of  the  gods. 

In 
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In  full  atonement  of  thy  death  (hall  rear  530 

A  mighty  tomb,  and  annual  ofFerings  bear. 

The  place,  from  age  to  age  renown'd  by  fame. 

Still  fliall  be  known  by  Palinurus'  name. 

Thefe  \v0rd5  reliev'd  his  forrows,  and  difplay'd 

A  dawn  of  joy  to  p'eafe  the  penfive  (hade.  535 

Now  they  proceed ;  but  foon  the  pilot  fpy'd 
The  ftrangers  from  the  wood  approach  the  tide. 
Then  to  the  godlike  chief,  in  wrath  he  faid. 
Mortal !  whoe'er  thou  art,  in  arms  array'd. 
Stand  off;  approach  not;  but  at  diftance  fay,  540 

V.''hy  to  thefe  waters  dar'ft  thou  bend  thy  way  ? 
Thefe  are  the  realms  of  Sleep,  the  dreadful  coafls 
Of  fable  Night,  and  airy  gliding  ghcfts. 
No  living  morta's  o'er  the  ftream  I  lead; 
Our  bark  is  only  facred  to  the  dead.  545 

Know,  I  repent  I  led  Pirithous  o'er. 
With  mighty  Thefeus,  to  the  farther  fhore; 
The  great  Alcides  pafi:  the  Stygian  floods; 
Though  thefe  were  heroes,  and  the  fons  of  gods. 
From  Pluto's  throne,  this  drag'd  in  chains  away     550 
Hell's  triple  porter,  trembling,  to  the. day, 
Thofe  from  his  lofty  dome  afpir'd  to  lead 
The  beauteous  partner  of  his  royal  bed. 
To  whom  the  facred  dame — how  vain  thy  fear ! 
Thefe  arms  intend  no  violence  of  v/ar.  555 

May  the  huge  dog  through  all  the  Stygian  coafts. 
Roar  from  his  den,  and  fcare  the  flying  ghofts ; 
Untouch'd  and  chafte,  Perfephone  may  dwell. 
And  with  grim  Pluto  (hare  the  throne  of  hell ; 

H3  Th^ 
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file  Trojan  prince,  ^neas,  far  around  560 

For  valour,  arms,  and  piety  renpvvn'd, 

Through  thefe  infernal  realms  decrees  to  go, 

Ai.d  meet  hli  father  in  the  fhades  below. 

To  bend  thy  mind,  if  fuch  high  virtue  fail. 

At  lead  this  glorious  prefen?  mull  prevail ;  565 

(Then  fhow'd  the  bough,  that  lay  beneath  her  veil.) 

At  once  his  rifmg  wrath  was  hufh"d  to  reft ; 

At  once  ftood  recoacil'd  the  ruthiefs  god, 

And  bow'd  with  reverence  to  the  golden  rod ; 

Bow'd,  and  refus'd  his  office  now  no  more^  57Q 

But  turns  the  fable  velfel  to  the  fliore ; 

Drives  from  the  deck  the  flitting  airy  train ; 

Then  in  the  bark  receiv'd  the  mighty  man. 

The  feeble  vcfltl  g.oans  beneath  the  load. 

And  drinks  at  m:my  a  leak  th'  infernal  fltjod.  575 

The  dame  and  prince  at  lail:  are  wafted  o'er 

Safe  to  the  flimy  ftrand  and  oozy  Ihore. 

Arriv'd,  they  firil  grim  Cerberus  furvey ; 
StreLch'd  in  his  de:i  th'  enormous  monllcr  lay, 
His  three  vvide  mouths,  with  many  a  dreadful  yell,  580 
And  long,  loud  bellovvi-igs,  Ihook  the  realms  of  hell: 
Now  o'er  his  neck  the  ftarting  ferpents  rofe. 
When  to  the  fiend  the  dame  a  morfel  throws. 
?Ioney,  and  drugs,  and  poppy  juices  fteep 
The  temper"d  mafs  with  all  tlie  pow'rs  of  flecp.       585 
With  thiAii;  huge  gaping  mouths,  impatient  flies 
The  growling  fa.  age,  and  devours  the  prize ; 
Then,  by  the  charm  luhdu'd,  he  funk  away;         [lay. 
And  ftretca'd  all  o'er  the  cave,  the  flumb'ring  monfter 

The 
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The  fiend  thus  luli'd,  the  hero  took  the  road,  ego 

And  left  behind  th'  irremeable  flood. 

Now,  as  they  enter'd,  doleful  fcreams  they  hear ; 

And  tender  cries  of  infants  pierce  the  ear. 

Juft  new  to  life,  by  too  fevere  a  doom, 

Snatch'd  from  the  cradle  to  the  filent  tcmb  !  595 

Next,  mighty  numbers  crowd  the  verge  of  hell. 

Who,  by  a  partial  charge  and  fentence  fell. 

Here,  by  a  jufter  lot,  their  feats  they  took; 

The  fatal  urn  imperious  Minos  fhook. 

Convenes  a  council,  bids  the  fpedlres  plead,  600 

Rehears  the  wretches,  and  abfclves  the  dead. 

Then  crowds  fucceed,  who,  prodigal  of  breath, 

Themfc-h'es  anticipate  the  doom  of  death  ; 

Though  free  from  guilt,  they  call  their  lives  away. 

And  fad  and  fuller  h^te  the  golden  day.  60 ' 

Oh  !  witli  what  joy  the  wretches  now  would  bear 

Pain,  toil  and  woe,  to  breathe  the  vital  air ! 

In  vain  1 — by  fate  for  ever  are  they  bound 

With  dire  Avernus,  and  the  lake  profound  ! 

And  Styx  with  nine  wide  channels  roars  around,    6 1  o 

Next  open  wide  the  melancholy  plains, 
Where  lovers  pine  in  everlafting  pains ; 
Thofe  foft  confurning  flames  they  felt  alive, 
Purfue  the  v/retches,  and  in  death  fur\-ive. 
Here,  where  the  myrtle  groves  their  fliades  difplay,  615 
In  cover'd  walks  they  pafs  their  hours  away, 
Evadne,  Phsdra,  Procris  he  furvcy'd. 


PaJl^hae  next,  and  Laodamia's  fhade, 
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Stabb'd  by  her  fon,  falfe  Eriphyle  there 

Points  to  her  wound,  and  lays  her  bofom  bare  :       6zo 

Coeneus,  who  try'd  both  fexes,  trod  tlie  plam. 

Now  to  a  woman  chang'd  by  fate  again. 

With  thefe,  fair  Dido  rarg'd  tlie  fi'.ent  wood. 

New  from  her  wouiid,  her  bofom  bath'd  in  blood; 

The  chief,  advancing  tlirough  the  Ihady  fcene,       625 

Scarce  through  the  gloom  difcern'd  the  fullen  queen  : 

So  the  pale  moon  fcarce  glimmers  to  the  eye. 

When  firfl:  (he  rifes  in  a  clouded  fky. 

He  wept,  and  thus  addreft  her  in  the  grove. 

With  all  the  melting  tenderncfs  of  love  :  6^0 

Then  was  it  true,  that  by  revengeful  fteel. 
Stung  with  defpair,  unhappy  Dido  fell  ? 
And  I,  was  I  the  caufc  of  thit  defpair  I 
Yet  oh  !   I  vow  by  every  golden  ftar ; 
By  all  the  po.v'rs  th'  ethereal  regions  know,  635 

By  all  the  pow'rs  that  rule  the  world  below, 
I.  left  your  realm  reludant ;  o'er  the  floods 
Call'd  by  the  Fates,  and  fummon'd  by  the  gods  j 
Th'  immortal  gods ;     by  whofe  commands  I  come 
From  yon  bright  realms  to  this  eternal  gloom  :        64Q 
Condemn'd  the  walV.^ful  deep  of  night  to  tread. 
And  pafs  thefe  doleful  regions  of  the  dead. 
Ah  !   could  I  think,  when  urg'd  by  heav'n  to  go. 
My  flight  would  plunge  }'ou  in  the  depth  of  woe  ! 
Stay,  Dido,  Hay,  and  fee  from  whom  you  fly?       645 
'Tis  from  your  fond  repentant  lover's  eye. 
Turn  then  one  moment,  and  my  vows  believe. 
The  laft,  laH  moment  fate  will  ever  give  I 

Noi>ght 
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Nought  to  thefe  tender  words  the  fair  replies. 
But  fixt  on  earth  her  unrelenting  eyes,  650 

The  chief  ftill  weeping  :  with  a  fuUen  mien, 
Jn  fledfall  filence,  frown'd  th'  obdurate  queen, 
fixt  as  a  rock  amidlt  the  roaring  main. 
She  hears  him  figh,  implore,  and  plead  in  vain. 
Then,  where  the  woods  their  th'ckcll  lliades  difplay,  65  5 
From  his  detefted  fight  fhe  fhoots  av/ay ; 
There  from  her  dsar  Sicna;us  in  the  grove. 
Found  all  her  cares  repaid,  and  love  return'd  for  love. 
Touch'd  with  her  woes,  the  prince  v^ith  ftreaming  eyes 
And  floods  of  tears,  purfaes  her  as  fhe  flies.  660 

Hence  he  proceeds;  and  lad  die  fields  appear, 
"JVhere  fl;alk'd  the  proud  heroic  fons  of  war. 
Tydeus  and  pale  Adrallus  rofe  to  fight. 
With  *  Atalanta's  fon  renown'd  in  fight. 
Here,  a  long  crowd  of  chiefs  the  prince  beheld,      66^ 
Who  fell  lamented  in  the  glonous  field. 
His  Trojan  fliends ; — with  fighs  he  view'd  the  train  ; 
Three  valiant  fons  of  fagc  Antenor  (lain  : 
Here  brave  Therfilocus  and  Glaucus  ftood, 
Medon  and  Polyoetes  bath'd  in  blood.  670 

Id.eus  there  ftill  glories  in  alarms, 
Yaults  on  his  car,  and  wields  his  Ihining  arms. 
Eager  to  view  the  chief,  on  either  hand. 
Bank  behind  rank,  the  eager  warriors  fland  : 
All  in  their  turn  retard  the  prince,  to  know  67^ 

'^hat  urg'd  his  journey  to  the  fliades  below. 

*  I'arthenopsus, 

Not 
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Not  fo  the  kings  of  Greece — appall'd,  difmay'cl,       -j 

The  hoftile  chiefs  the  godlike  man  fiirvey'd  > 

In  arms  that  glitter'd  through  the  du(ky  Ihade.  j 

Some  :_rn'd  and  fled,  aftonifh'd  at  the  view,  680 

As  when  before  him  to  their  fleets  they  flew. 

Some  rais'd  a  cry  ;  the  flutt'ring  accents  hung. 

And  dy'd  impcrf.dt  on  the  trembling  tongue. 

Here  Priam's  fon,  Deiphobus,  he  found ; 

The  mangled  youth  was  one  continu'd  wound.         6S5 

For  now  his  face,  his  beaut::ous  f.ice  appears 

Gafli'd,  and  diflionour'd  with  a  thoufand  fears. 

His  hands,  ears,  noflrils,  liideous  to  furvey ! 

The  ftern  infulting  foes  had  jopp'd  away  ; 

Trembling  lie  flood,  induflricus  to  conceal  690 

The  bloody  traces  of  the  ruthlcfs  fleel. 

Soon  as  the  prince  diCccrn'd  him,  he  began. 

And  thus  dcploi'd  the  miferable  man : 

0  brave  Dei'phobus !   O  chief  divine  ! 

Sprung  from  majeflic  Teucer's  martial  line  :  695 

What  fierce  barbarian  hands  could  thus  difgrace 
Thy  manly  figure,  and  thy  beauteous  face  ? 
In  that  lail  night,  v/hen  llion  funk  in  flame, 

1  heard,  brave  warrior  1   from  the  voice  of  fame, 
You  fell  on  heaps  of  foes,  with  {laughter  tir'd,        yoa 
And  on  the  glorious  purple  pile  expi:  'd. 

With  care  I  rais'd  on  our  Rhoetean  coall 
A  vacant  tomb,  and  hail'd  thy  mighty  ghoft;  : 
Thy  name  and  arms  adorn  the  place  around ; 
And,  had  thy  mangled  bleeding  corfe  been  found,  70: 
Thy  relicks  had  repos'd  in  Tiojan, ground. 


'4 
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My  fiiend  (replies  the  chief)  has  duly  paid. 
All  fune  al  honours  to  my  penfjve  ihade  ; 
But  thefe  dire  woes  from  fatal  Helen  came  ; 
Thefe  are  the  triumphs  of  the  Spartan  dame  !  710 

For  well,  too  w^U  you  know,  in  wiiat  delight 
Vv'e  loudly  fpent  our  laft  dell:ruC;tive  night : 
When  the  vail  monfter  big  with  ilion's  doom, 
Tower'd  t.irough  the  town,  an  army  in  its  womb; 
In  folemn  liiow  ihe  bade  th    dailies  advance,  715 

And  in  di/Ttmblcd  orgies  led  i.he  dance ; 
A  ilam'iig  torch  The  brandifli'd  in  her  hand; 
Then  from  the  tow'r  iuv'ites  the  Grecian  band, 
W/;iIe,  vvorn  with  labours  i  repos'd  my  head 
(Ah  wretci  ijl-fated  !  j  on  cur  b-iqal  bed.  720 

My  heavy  lids  the  dews  of  ilumbtr  Iteep, 
LuU'd  in  a  fuft,  prcfbund,  and  death-like  ileep. 
Then  from  beneath  my  head,  as  tir'd  I  lay, 
Mv  loyal  bridi  conveys  my  fword  away. 
Removes  my  arms,  unfolds  the  door,  and  calls       725 
Her  Spartan  lo;  d  w  ithin  my  palace  walls ; 
Betrays  her  LlH:,  to  plcafe  her  former  fpoufe. 
And  cancel  all  the  guilt  of  broken  vows ! 
Fierce  they  broke  in,  by  dire  UhUes  led. 
And  bafely  lle.v  me  in  the  bridal  bed.  730 

Hear  my  jufl  pray'rs,  ye  gods  ! — to  Greece  repay 
A  fate  like  mine  ;  give  all  your  vengcarce  way  i 
But  thee,  O  prince,  what  wond'rous  foriune  led 
Alive,  to  thefe  dominions  of  the  dead  ? 
Say,  did  the  will  and  counfel  of  the  gods,  735 

Pr  the  rude  tempefts  and  tumultuous  floods. 

Com- 
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Compel  thy  courfe  from  yon  ethereal  light, 
'i'o  thefe  dark  re.'.imj  of  evcrlailing  night  ? 

]\iean  time  the  iwift-wing'd  couriers  ot  the  fun 
Through  heav'n  full  lialf  their  fiery  race  had  run;  740 
And  ail  tli'  appointed  hours  i:i  taiic  had  pall. 
But  thus  the  prieftefs  warn"d  the  chief  at  lall : 
Lo  !  night  advances,  prince  !— we  wafte  away 
In  idle  forrows  the  remains  of  day. 
See — in  two  ample  roads,  die  way  divides ;  745 

The  right,  di;e^,  our  deilin'd  journey  guides. 
By  Pluto's  palace,  to  th'  Elyfian  plains ; 
The  left  to  Tartarus,  where,  bound  in  chains. 
Loud  how]  the  damn'd  in  everlalling  pains. 
Difmifs  thy  wrath,  replies  the  penfive  Ihade,  750 

Biit  one  word  more — J  then  rejoin  the  dead  : 
Go — mlghtv  priiice,  the  proniii'd  throne  afcend  ; 
Go — but  with  better  fortune  than  thy  friend  ! 
With  thefe  lafl  accents,  to  the  warrior  holt 
Retires  the  trembling,  melancholy  ghoft.  755 

Now  to  the  left,  ^neas  darts  his  eyes, 
Wliere  iofty  walls  with  triple  ramparts  rife. 
There  rolls  fwift  Phlegethon,  with  thund'ring  found. 
His  broken  rocks,  and  whirls  his  fu-ges  round. 
Qn  mighty  columns  rais'd  fublime  are  hung  760 

The  malfy  gates,  impenetrably  ftrong. 
In  vain  would  men,  in  vain  would  gods  efLiy, 
To  he.v  the  beams  of  adamant  away. 
Here  rofe  a.i  iron  tow'r  :  before  the  gate. 
By  night  and  day,  a  wakeful  fury  fate,  765 

'J'Jiu 
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The  pale  Tifiphone  ;  a  robe  fhe  wore. 
With  all  the  pomp  of  horror,  dy'd  in  gore. 
Here  the  loud  fcourge  and  louder  voice  of  pain. 
The  cralhiug  fetter,  and  the  rattling  chain. 
Strike  the  great  hero  with  the  frightful  found,         77a 
The  ho:irfe,  rough,  mingled  din,  that  thunders  round  : 
Oh  !  whence  that  peal  of  groans  ?  what  pains  are  thofe  ? 
What  crimes  could  merit  fuch  ftupendous  woes  ? 

Thus  Ihe — Brav'e  guardian  of  tiie  Trojan  ftate. 
None  that  are  pure  mull  pafs  that  dreadful  gate.      775 
When  plac'd  by  Hecat  o'er  Avernus'  woods, 
I  learnt  the  fecrets  of  thofe  dire  abodes,- 
With  all  the  tortures  of  the  vengeful  gods. 
Here  Rhadamanthus  holds  his  aweful  reign, 
Heara  and  condemns  the  trembling  impious  train.    780 
Thofe  hidden  crimes  the  wretch  till  death  fuppreft. 
With  mingled  joy  and  horror  in  his  breaft. 
The  Hern  dread  judge  commands  him  to  difplay  ; 
And  lays  the  guilty  fecrets  bare  to  day. 
Her  lafh  Tiliphone  that  moment  fhakes  ;  785 

The  ghoft  fhe  fcourges  with  a  thoufand  fnakes  ; 
Then  to  her  aid,  with  many  a  tliund  ring  yell. 
Calls  her  dire  fifters  from  the  gulfs  of  hell. 
Now  the  loud  portals  from  their  hinges  flew. 
And  all  the  dreadful  fcene  appears  in  view.  790 

Behold  without  what  direful  monfter  waits 
(Tremendous  form  1)  to  guard  the  g'oomy  gates  ! 
Within,  her  bulk  more  dreadiul  hydra  fpreads, 
Aiid  hifling  rears  her  fifty  tOvv'ring  heads. 

Full 
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Full  twice  as  deep  the  dungeon  of  the  fiends,  79^ 

The  huge,  Tartarean,  gloomy  giilf  defeends 

Below  thefe  regions,  as  thefe  regions  lie 

From  the  bright  realms  of  yon'  ethereal  ficy. 

Here  roar  the  Titan  race,  th'  enormous  birth ; 

The  ancient  offspring  of  the  teeming  earth.  8oci 

Pierc'd  bv  the  burning  bolts,  of  old  they  fell, 

And  Hill  roll  bellowing  in  the  depths  of  hell. 

Here  lie  th'  Aleian  twins,  in  length  difplay'd; 

Stretch'd  as  they  lie,  the  giants  I  furvey'd, 

Who  warr'd  to  drive  the  thunderer  from  above ;      8O3 

And  ftorm'd  the  ffcies,  and  (hook  the  throne  of  Jove. 

The  proud  Salfnoneus,  wrapt  in  chains  below. 

Raves  in  eternal  agonies  of  woe ; 

Who  mock'd  with  empty  founds  and  mimic  rays, 

Heav'n's  aweful  thunder  and  the  lightning'.-)  blaze  ;  810 

Th'  audacious  wretch  through  Elis  tower'd  in  air, 

Whirl'd  by  four  courfers  in  his  rattling  car ; 

A  blazing  torch  he  lliook ;  o'er  crowds  he  rode ; 

And  madly  claim'd  the  glories  of  a  god. 

O'er  hollow  vaults  he  lath'd  the  fteeds  along,  8  f  5 

And,  as  they  flew,  the  brazen  arches  rung. 

Vain  fool !  to  mock  the  bolts  of  heav'n  above. 

And  thofe  inimitable  flames  of  Jove  ! 

But  from  the  clouds,  th'  avenging  father  aims 

Far  other  bolts  and  undiflembltd  flames :  820 

Dafli'd  from  his  car,  the  mimic  thunderer  fell. 

And  in  a  fiery  whirlwind  plung'd  to  hell. 

There  too  th'  enormous  Tityus  I  beheld. 
Earth's  mighty  giant  fon,  ftrctch'd  o'er  th'  infernal  field  ; 

He 
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He  cover'd  nine  large  acres  as  he  lay,  -y 

While  wiih  fierce  fcreams  a  vulture  tore  away      825  J. 

His  liver  for  her  food,  and  fcoop'd  the  fmoking  prey ;  j 

Plung'd  deep  her  bloody  beak,  nor  plung'd  in  vain,  t 

For  IHU  the  fruitful  iibres  fpring  again,  C 

S.%<.11,  and  renew  th'  enormous  moniler's  pain,    830  J 

She  dv\'ells  for  ever  in  his  roomy  breaft,  -j 

Nor  gives  the  roaring  fiend  a  moment's  reft ;  C 

But  llill  th'  immortal  prey  fupplics  th'  immortal  feaft.  J 

Need  I  the  Lapiths'  horrid  pains  relate, 

Ixion's  torments,  or  Fiiithciis  fate  ?  835 

On  high  a  tottering  rocky  fragment  fpreads. 

Projects  in  air,  and  trembles  o'er  their  heads. 

Stretch'd  on  the  couch,  they  fee  with  longing  eyes 

In  regal  pomp  fuccefiive  banquets  rife. 

While  lucid  columns,  glorious  to  behold*  84a 

Support  th'  imperial  canopies  of  go'd. 

The  qaeen  of  Furies,  a  tremendous  gueft, 

Sits  by  their  fidej  and  guards  the  tempting  feaft. 

Which  if  they  touch,  her  dreadful  torch  fhe  rears. 

Flames  in  their  eyes,  and  thunders  in  their  ears.      845 

They  that  on  earth  had  bafe  purfuics  m  view. 

Their  brethren  hated,  or  their  parents  fkw. 

And,  flail  more  numerous,  they  who  fwell'd  tlieir  ftore^ 

But  neer  reliev'd  their  kindred  or  the  poor ; 

Or  in  a  cauf-  unrighteous  fought  and  bled ;  850 

Or  perifti'd  in  the  foul  adulterous  bed ; 

Or  broke  the  ties  of  faith  with  dark  deceit; 

Imprifon'd  deep,  theu-  dediu'd  torments  v/ait. 

But 
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But  what  their  torments,  feek  not  thou  to  know. 

Or  the  dire  fentence  of  their  endlefs  woe.  855 

Some  roll  a  ftone,  rebounding  down  the  hill. 

Some  hang  fufpended  on  the  whirling  wheel; 

There  Thefeus  groans  in  pains  that  ne'er  expire, 

Cliain'd  down  for  ever  in  a  chair  of  fire. 

There  Phlegyas  feels  unutterable  woe,  860 

And  roars  incefiant  through  the  (hades  btlow ; 

Be  juft,  ye  mortals  !  by  thcfe  torments  aw'd, 

Thefe  dreadful  torments,  not  to  fcorn  a  god. 

This  wretch  his  country  to  a  tyrant  fold. 

And  barter'd  glorious  liberty  for  gold,  865 

Laws  for  a  bribe  he  pafl,  but  paft  in  vain. 

For  the  fame  laws  a  bribe  repeal'd  again. 

This  wretch  by  hot  prepofterous  lull  was  led. 

To  climb  and  violate  his  daughter's  bed. 

To  fome  enormous  crimes  they  all  afpir'd;  870 

All  feel  the  torments  that  thofe  crimes  requir'd ! 

Had  I  a  hundred  mouths,  a  hundr  d  tongues, 

A  voice  of  brafs,  and  adamantine  lungs. 

Not  half  the  mighty  fcene  could  I  difclofe, 

Repeat  their  crimes,  or  count  their  dreadful  woes !— 87  j 

Thus  fpoke  the  prieflefs  of  the  god  cf  day; 
And,  hafte,  (hecry'd;  to  hell's  great  emprefs  pay 
The  deftin'dprefent,  and  purfue  thy  way. 
For  lo  !  the  high  Cyclopean  walls  are  near. 
And  in  full  view  the  maiiV  gates  appear.  880 

On  theC  the  gods  enjoin-  thee  to  bellow 
The  facred  offering  of  the  golden  bough. 
^  ■  This 
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This  faid,  they  journey'd  through  the  folemn  gloom. 
And  reach'd  at  length  the  proud  imperial  dome : 
With  eager  fpeed  his  courfe  the  hero  bore,  885 

With  living  itreams  his  body  fprinkled  o'er. 
And  fixt  the  glittering  prefent  on  the  door. 

Thefe  rites  compleat,  they  reach  the  flowery  plains. 
The  verdant  groves  where  endlefs  plcafure  reigns. 
Here  glowing  Tether  fhoots  a  purple  ray,  890 

And  o'er  the  region  pours  a  double  day. 
From  fky  to  iTcy  th'  unweary'd  fplendor  runs. 
And  nobler  planets  roll  round  brighter  funs. 
Some  wrellle  on  the  lands ;  and  fome,  in  play 
And  games  heroic,  pafs  the  hours  away.  89c 

Thofe  raiie  the  long  divine,  and  thefe  advance 
In  mcafur'd  fteps  to  form  the  folemn  dance. 
There  Orpheus,  graceful  in  his  long  attire. 
In  feven  di\ifions  ftrikes  the  founding  lyre  ; 
Acrofs  the  chords  the  quivering  quill  he  flings,         900 
Or  with  his  flying  fingers  fweeps  the  firings. 
Here  Teucer's  ancient  race  the  prince  furveys. 
The  race  of  heroes  born  in  happier  days : 
Ilus,  Aflaracus  in  arms  rever'd. 

And  Troy's  great  founder  Dardanus  appear'd :       905 
Before  him  lla'k'd  the  tall  majeftic  train. 
And  pitch'd  their  idle  lances  on  the  plain. 
Their  arms  and  airy  chariots  he  beheld; 
The  Heeds  unharncfs'd  graz'd  the  flowery  field. 
Thofe  pleafuig  cares  the  heroes  felt,  alive,  910 

For  chariots,  fteeds,  and  ai-ms,  in  death  furvlve. 

Vol.  Llir.  I  Some 
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Some  on  the  verdant  plains  were  ftretch'd  along ; 
Sweet  to  the  ear  their  tuneful  Pseans  rung : 
Others  beneath  a  laurel  grove  were  laid, 
And  joyful  fealled  in  the  fragrant  fhade.  915 

Here,  glittering  through  the  trees,  his  eyes  furvey 
The  ftreams  of  Po  defcending  from  the  day. 
Here  a  bleft  train  advance  along  the  meads. 
And  fnowy  wreaths  adorn  their  graceful  heads : 
patriots  who  perifh'd  for  their  country's  right,         920 
Or  nobly  triunrph'd  in  the  field  of  fight : 
There,  holy  priefts,  and  facred  poets  Itood, 
Who  fung  with  all  the  raptures  of  a  god : 
Worthies,  who  life  by  ufeful  arts  refin'd. 
With  thofe,  who  leave  a  deathlefs  name  behind,  925 
Friends  of  the  world,  and  fathers  of  mankind  ! 
This  fhining  band  the  prieftefs  thus  addrell. 
But  chief  Mufieus,  tow'ring  o'er  the  reft ; 
So  high  the  poet's  lofty  ftature  fpreads 
Above  the  train,  and  overtops  their  heads !  930 

Say,  happy  fouls !  and  thou,  bleft  poet,  fay. 
Where  dwells  Anchifes,  and  direifl  our  way  ? 
For  him  we  took  the  dire  infernal  road. 
And  ftem'd  huge  Acheron's  tremendous  flood. 
To  whom  the  bard— Unfettled  we  remove,  935 

As  pleafure  calls  from  verdant  grove  to  grove ; 
Stretch'd  on  the  flowery  meads,  at  eafe  we  lie. 
And  hear  the  filver  rills  run  bubbling  by. 
Cume  then,  afcend  this  point,  and  hence  furvey 
By  yon  defcent  an  open  eafy  way.  940 

He 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK    VI.     115 

He  fpoke,  then  llalk'd  before ;  and  from  the  brow 
Points  out  the  fair  enameil'd  fields  below. 
I'hey  leave  the  proud  aerial  height  again. 
And  pleas'd  bend  dovvnvvard  to  the  blif^ful  plain. 

Anchifes  there,  the  hero's  fire  divine,  945 

Deep  in  the  vale  had  rang'd  his  glorious  line ; 
Rank  behind  rank,  his  joyful  eyes  furvey 
The  chiefs  in  bright  fucceffion  rife  to  day. 
He  counts  th'  illullrious  race  with  ftudious  cares. 
Their  deedv,  their  fates,  their  victories  and  wars.  950 
Soon  as  his  lov'd  ^neas  he  beheld. 
His  dear,  dear  fon,  advancing  o'er  the  field ; 
Eager  he  ftretch'd  his  longing  arms,  and  ihed 
A  Hream  of  t.-ars,  and  thus  with  tranfport  faid  : 
Then  has  thy  long-try'd  pious  love  furpall  955 

The  dreadful  road,  to  meet  thy  fire  at  laft  ? 
Oh  !  is  it  given  to  fee,  nor  fee  alone. 
But  hear,  and  anfwer  to  my  godUke  fon  ? 
This  I  prefag'd,  indeed,  as  late  I  ran 
O'er  times  and  feafons ;  nor  prefag'd  in  vain.  960 

From  what  ftrange  lands,  what  ftormy  feas  and  fkici 
Returns  my  fon,  to  blefs  my  longing  eyes  ? 
How  did  my  anxious  mind  your  danger  move. 
Then,  when  in  Carthage  you  indulg'd  your  love  ! 

Your  fhade,  the  prince  replies,  your  angry  (hade,  965 
In  many  a  frightful  vifion  I  furvey'd. 
By  your  beheft  I  came  to  thefe  abodes ; 
My  fleet  lies  anchor'd  in  the  Tufcan  floods : 
Give  me,  O  father  !  give  thy  hand,  nor  fhun 
The  dear  embraces  of  a  duteous  fon.  970 

I  2  While 
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While  yet  he  fpok«^  the  tender  forrows  rife. 

And  the  big  drops  run  trickhng  from  his  eyes. 

Thrice  round  his  neck  his  eager  arms  he  threw ; 

Thrice  from  his  empty  arms  the  phantom  flew. 

Swift  as  the  wind,  with  momentary  flight,  97^ 

Swift  as  a  fleeting  viiion  of  the  night. 

Meantime  the  hero  favv,  with  wondering  eyes. 

Deep  in  a  vale  a  waving  foreft  rife  : 

Through  thofe  fcqi  efler'd  fcenes  flow  Lethe  glides. 

And  in  low  murmurs  lulls  her  flumbering  tides ;       980 

Unnumber'd  ghofl:s  around  the  waters  throng. 

And  o'er  the  brink  the  airy  nations  hung. 

So  to  the  meads  in  glowing  fummer  pour 

The  cluftering  bees,  and  rifle  every  flow'r: 

O'er  the  fweet  lilies  hang  the  bufy  fwarms;  985 

The  fields  remurmur  to  the  deep  alarms. 

Struck  with  the  fight,  the  prince  aftonifli'd  Hood ; 

Oh  !  fay,  why  throng  fuch  numbers  to  the  flood  ? 

Or  what  the  nature  of  the  wond'rous  tide. 

And  v/ho  the  crowds  ? — To  whom  the  fire  reply'd  :  990 

To  all  thofe  fouls  wlio  round  the  river  wait. 

New  mortal  bodies  are  decreed  by  fate. 

To  yon  dark  fl;reams  the  gliding  ghofts  repair, 

And  quaff  deep  draughts  of  long  oblivion  there. 

How  have  I  wifli'd  before  thee  to  difplay  995 

Thefe  my  defcendants,  ere  they  rife  to  day  ! 

Thus  flialt  thou  Latium  find  with  double  joy. 

Since  fate  has  fixt  th'  eternal  throne  of  Troy. ■ 

O  father  !   fay,  can  heavenly  fouls  repair 
Once  more  to  earth,  and  breathe  tlie  vital  air  ?       1 000 

What  ! 
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What ! — can  they  covet  their  coiporeal  chain? 
Gods !  —  can  the  wretches  long  tor  life  again  '.— 
Attend,  he  cry'd,  while  I  unfold  the  whole. 
And  clear  thele  wonders  that  amaze  thy  foul. 
Then  the  great  fire  the  fcheme  before  nim  lays,    1005 
And  thus  each  aweful  fecret  he  difplays : 

Know  firft,  a  fpirit,  with  an  aifiivi  flame. 
Fills',  feeds  and  animates  this  mighty  frame; 
Runs  through  the  wat'ry  worlds,  the  fields  of  air. 
The  pond'rous  earth,    the  depths  of  heav'n;    and 

there  loi 

Glows  in  the  fun  and  moon,  and  burns  in  every  liar. 
Thus,  mingling  with  the  mafs,  the  general  foul 
Lives  in  the  parts,  and  agitates  the  whole. 
From  that  celeftial  energy  began 
The  low-brow'd  brute  ;  th'  imperial  race  of  man  ;   loi 
The  painted  birds  who  wing  th'  aerial  plain. 
And  all  the  mighty  monllers  of  the  main. 
Their  fouls  at  iirll  from  high  Olympus  came ; 
And,  if  not  blunted  by  the  mortal  frame, 
Th'  ethereal  fires  would  ever  burn  the  fame  !      lozo 
But  while  on  earth  ;  by  earth-born  paflions  toft. 
The  heavenly  Ipirits  lie  extinct  and  loft  ; 
Nor  Ileal  one  glance,  before  their  bodies  die. 
From  thofe  dark  dungeons  to  their  native  iky. 
Ev'n  when  tliofe  bodies  are  to  death  refign'd,        1025 
5ome  old  inherent  fpots  are  left  behind  ; 
A  fullying  tin<£ture  of  corporeal  liains 
Peep  in  the  fubftancc  of  the  foul  remains. 

1  ^  Thus 
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Thus  are  her  fplendors  dimm'd,  and  crurted  o'er 

With  thofe  dark  vices,  that  fhe  knew  before,         103a 

For  this  the  fouls  a  various  penance  pay. 

To  purge  the  taiiit  of  former  crimes  away  : 

Some  in  the  fweeping  breezes  arc  refin'd. 

And  hung  on  high  to  whiten  in  the  wind  ; 

Some  cleanfe  their  ftalns  beneath  the  gufhing  flrearrs, 

And  fome  rife  glorious  from  the  fearching  flames.  1036 

Thus  all  muft  fuffer  ;  and,  thofe  fufferings  paft. 

The  clouded  minds  are  purify'd  at  laft. 

But  when  the  circling  feafons  as  they  roll. 

Have  clean^'d  the  d-ofs  long-ga.her'd  round  the  foul ; 

When  the  celeflial  £re  divinely  bright,  1041 

Breaks  forth  victorious  in  her  native  light ; 

Then  we,  the  chofcn  few,  Elyfmm  gain. 

And  here  expatiate  on  the  blifsful  plain. 

Both  thofe  thin  airy  throngs  thy  eyes  behold,         1045 

When  o'er  their  heads  a  thoufand  years  have  roll'd. 

In  migiity  crowds  to  yon  Lethean  flood 

Swarm  at  tlie  potent  i'unimons  of  the  god  ; 

There  deep  the  draught  of  dark  oblivion  drain ;         -j 

Then  they  defxre  new  bodies  to  obtain,  1050  i 

And  vifit  heav'n's  ethereal  realms  again.  J 

This  faid,  the  fire  condutts  their  Heps  along 

Through  the  loud  tumult  of  th'  aerial  throng  ; 

Then  climb'd  a  point,  and  every  face  defcry'd. 

As  the  huge  train  prcft  forward  to  the  tide  :  1055 

Nov%'  hear,  while  I  difplay  our  race  divine. 
And  the  long  glories  of  cur  Dardan  line. 

The 
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The  noble  Roman  heroes,  who  fhall  rife 

From  Trojan  blood,  fucceflive,  to  the  Ikies. 

This  mighty  fcene  of  vvonders  I  relate,  I060 

And  open  all  thy  glorious  future  fate. 

Firft  then  behold  yon  blooming  youth  appear. 

That  hero  leaning  on  his  (hming  fpear  ! 

This  thy  laft  fon,  thy  hoary  age  fhall  grace. 

Thy  firft  brave  offspring  of  the  Latian  race  ;         1065 

From  fair  Lavinia  in  the  groves  he  fprings, 

A  king,  and  father  of  a  race  of  kings ; 

Sylvius  his  name  ;  proud  Alba  ihall  he  fway 

And  to  his  fons  th'  imperial  povv'r  convey. 

See  !  where  the  youth,  already  wing'd  to  rife,       1070 

Stands  on  the  verge  of  life,  and  claims  the  fkies. 

Procas  the  next  behold,  a  chief  divine, 

Procas  the  glory  of  the  Trojan  line ; 

Capys  and  Numitor  there  pant  for  fame  | 

There  a  new  *  Sylvius  bears  thy  mighty  name  ;     1 075 

Like  thee,  juft,  great  and  good,  for  valour  known. 

The  chief  Ihall  mount  th'  imperial  Aiban  throne. 

What  ilrength  each  youth  dlfplays  r  but  who  are  thofe 

With  Civic  crowns  around  their  manly  brows  ? 

By  thofe  fhall  Gabii  and  Nomenturn  rife,  io8q 

And  proud  Collatian  tow'rs  invade  the  fkies. 

Then  Faunus'  tov\T:i  with  turrets  fhall  b^  crown'd. 

And  fair  Fidena  ftretch  her  ramparts  round. 

Then  Bpla  too  fhall  rife,  of  mighty  fame  ; 

Unpeopled  now  they  lie,  and  lands  without  a  name  !  1085 

*  Sylvius  /tneas. 

\  ^  Bright 
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Bright  Ilia,  fprung  from  Trojan  blood,  fnall  bear 
Yon  glorious  hero  to  the  god  of  war  : 
Behold  great  Romulus,  her  viclor  fon  ; 
Whofe  rvv'urd  reflores  his  grandfire  to  the  thrcae. 
Lo  !   from  his  helmet  what  a  glory  plays  !  1090 

And  Jove's  own  fplendors  round  his  temples  blaze. 
From  this  brave  prince,  majefiic  Rome  ihall  riie  ; 
The  boundlefs  earth,  her  empire  fliail  comprife 
Her  fame  and  valour  tow'r  above  the  ikies  ! 
Seven  ample  hills  th'  imperial  city  grace,  ^095 

Who  nobly  glories  in  her  martial  race  ; 
Proud  of  her  fons,  fhe  lifts  her  head  on  high ; 
Proud,  as  the  mighty  mother  of  the  flcy. 
When  through  the  Phrygian  towns,  fublime  in  air. 
She  rides  triumphant  in  her  golden  car,  i  ioq 

Crown'd  with  a  nodding  diadem  of  tow'rs ; 
And  counts  her  ofFpring,  the  celeftial  pow'rs, 
A  fhining  train,  who  nil  the  bleft  abode, 
A  hundred  fons,  and  ev'ry  fon  a  god  ! 
Turn,  turn  th'ne  eyes  !  fee  here  thy  race  divine,   1 105 
Behold  thy  own  imperial  Roman  line  : 
Ca^far,  with  all  the  Julian  name  furvey ; 
See  where  the  glorious  ranks  afcend  to  day  1  — 
This — this  is  he  '.—the  chief  fo  long  foretold 
To  blefs  the  land  where  Saturn  rul'd  of  old,       1 1 1< 
And  give  the  Lernean  realms  a  fecond  age  of  gold ! 
Tne  promis'd  prince,  Auguftus  the  divine. 
Of  Carfar's  race,  and  Jove's  immortal  line  ! 
Thii  mighty  chief  his  empire  fhall  exttnd 
O'er  Indiaii  realms,  to  earth's  icmotcft  cad.  1 1 15 

The 
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The  hero's  ra"id  vitflories  out-run  [fun  ! 

The  year's  whole  courfe,  the  ftars,  and  journeys  of  the 

Where,  high  In  air,  huge  Atlas'  fnould^rs  rife. 

Support  th'  ethereal  lights,  and  prop  the  rolling  fkies! 

He  comes ! — he  comes  ! — proclaim'd  by  every  god  ! 

Nile  hears  the  (lout,  and  fha'-es  in  every  flood.      1 121 

Proud  Afia  flies  before  his  dire  ala-ms. 

And  diftant  nations  tremble  at  his  arms. 

So  many  realms  not  great  Alcides  pafl:. 

Not,  when  the  brazen-footed  hind  he  chas'd,        1 125 

O'er  Erymanthus'  lleeps  the  boar  purfii'd ; 

Or  drew  the  huge  Lernean  monller's  blood. 

Nor  Bacchus  fuch  a  length  of  regions  knew. 

When  on  Iiii  car  the  god  in  tri.imph  flew. 

And  (hook  the  reins,  and  urg'd  the  fiery  wheels,  1 130 

Whirl'd  by  fwift  tygers  down  the  Indian  hills. — 

And  doubt  we  yet,  by  virtuous  deeds  to  rif:;. 

When  fame,  when  empire  is  the  certain  prize  ? 

Rife,  rife,  my  fon ;  thy  Latian  foes  o'ercome ! 

Rife,  the  great  founder  of  majeuic  Rome  !  i '  3  5 

But  who  that  chief,  who  crown'd  with  olive  Hands, 
And  holds  the  facred  relicks  in  his  hands  ? 
I  know  the  pious  Roman  king  from  far. 
The  filver  beard,  and  \enerabie  hair; 
Call'd  from  his  little  barren  field  away,  1  i^.o 

To  pomp  of  empire  and  the  regal  fway. 
Tullus  the  next  fucceeds,  whofe  loud  alarms 
Sliall  roufe  the  flumb'ring  fons  of  Rome  to  arms. 
Infpir'd  by  him,  the  foft  unwar'ike  train 
Repeat  their  former  triumphs  o'er  again.  1145 

Lo 
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Lo  Ancus  there  I — the  giddy  crowd  he  draws. 

And  Iwells  too  much  with  popular  applaufe. 

Now  wou'dft  thou  Tarquin's  haughty  race  behold. 

Or  fierce  avenging  Brutus,  brave  and  bold  ? 

See  the  Item  chief  llalk  aweful  o'er  the  plain,        1 150 

The  glorious  chief,  who  breaks  the  tyrant's  chain : 

He  to  his  axe  (hall  proud  rebellion  doom. 

The  firft  great  conliil  of  his  rcfcu'd  Rome! 

His  fons  (who  arm,  the  Tarquins  to  maintain. 

And  fix  opprefTion  in  the  throne  again)  '  '5S 

He  nobly  yields  to  juftice,  in  the  caufe 

Of  facred  freedom  and  infulted  laws. 

Though  harlh  tli'  unhappy  father  may  appear. 

The  judge  compels  the  fire  to  be  fevere; 

And  the  fair  hopes  of  fame  the  patriot  move,        1 160 

To  fink  the  private  in  the  public  love. 

Like  him,  Torquatus,  for  ftern  juftice  known. 
Dooms  to  the  axe  his  brave  viftorious  fon. 
Behold  the  Drufi  prodigal  of  blood  ! 
The  Decii  dying  for  their  country's  good  I  H^S 

Behold  Camillus  there  ;  that  chief  ihall  come 
With  four  proud  triumphs  to  imperial  Rome. 
Lo  !  in  bright  arms  two  fpirits  rife  to  fight ! 
How  ftridl  their  friendfhip  in  the  realms  of  night 
How  fierce  their  difcord  when  they  fpring  to  light ! 
How  furious  in  the  field  will  both  appear  !  1 1 7 1 

With  what  dire  (laughter !  what  a  wafte  of  war  ! 
Impetuous  to  the  fight  the  father  pours 
From  the  ftcep  Alps,  and  tall  Llgurian  tow'rs. 

The 
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The  fon,  with  fervile  monarchs  in  his  train,  1 175 

Leads  the  whole  Ealtern  world,  and  fpreads  the  f)lain. 

Oh  !  check  your  wrath,  my  fens  ;  the  nations  fpare ; 

And  fave  your  country  from  the  woes  of  war ; 

Nor  in  her  facred  breaft,  with  rage  abhorr'd. 

So  fiercely  plunge  her  own  victorious  fword  !  1 1 8a 

And  thou,  be  thou  the  firft ;  thy  arms  refign. 

Thou,  n\y  great  fon  of  Jove's  celeftial  line  ! — 

Yon  chief  fhall  vanquifh  all  the  Grecian  pow'rs. 

And  lay  in  duil  the  proud  Corinchian  tow'rs. 

Drive  to  the  capitol  his  gilded  car,  1 185 

And  grace  the  triumph  with  the  fpoils  of  war. 

That  chief  (hall  ftretch  fair  Argos  on  the  plain. 

And  ths  proud  feat  of  Agamemnon's  reign, 

O'ercome  th'  iEacian  king,  of  race  divine. 

Sprung  from  the  great  Achilles'  glorious  line;       1 190 

Avenge  Minerva's  violated  fane. 

And  the  great  fpirits  of  thy  fathers  flain. 

What  tongue,  juft  Cato,  can  thy  praife  forbear  ! 

|0r  each  brave  Scipio's  noble  deeds  declare, 

Africk's  dread  foes;  two  thunderbolts  of  war! 

Who  can  the  bold  Fabricius'  worth  rep^^at. 

In  pride  of  poverty,  divinely  great ; 

Cail'd  by  his  bleeding  country's  voice  to  come 

From  the  rude  plough,  and  rule  imperial  Rome  ? 

Tir'd  as  I  am  the  glorious  roll  to  trace. 

Where  am  I  fnatch'd  by  the  long  Fabian  race ! 

See  where  the  patriot  fhines,  whofs  prudeiit  care 

Preferves  hib  country  by  protradled  war  !  — 
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The  fubjefl  nations,  vvitli  a  happier  grace. 
From  the  rude  rtone  may  call  the  m.imic  face,  1203 
Or  with  new  life  inform  the  breathing  brafs : 
Shine  at  the  bar,  defcribe  the  Hars  on  high. 
The  motions,  laws,  and  regions  of  the  flcy  : 
Be  this  your  nobler  praife  in  times  to  come, 
Thefe  your  imperial  arts,  ye  fons  of  Rome  !  1210 

O'er  diftant  realms  to  ftretch  your  aweful  fvvay. 
To  bid  thofe  nations  tremble  a  id  obey ; 
To  crufh  the  proud,  the  fuppliant  foe  to  rear. 
To  give  mankind  a  peace,  or  (hake  the  world  with  war  I-- 
He  faid — awhile  their  ravilh'd  eyes  admire         121 5 
The  wond'-pus  fcenes  :--when  thus  proceeds  the  fire: 
See  !  where  Marcellus  tow'rs  above  the  train, 
And  bears  the  regal  trophies  from  the  plain. 
Endanger'd  Rome  fhall  blefs  his  guardian  care. 
And  ftand  unfhaken  in  a  flurm  of  war.  i  220. 

Carthage  and  Gaul  ihe  hero's  might  fhall  prove. 
The  third  vyho  hangs  th'  imperial  fpoils  to  Jove.— 
With  him  the  Trojan  pi-ince  a  youth  beheld 
In  fhining  arms  advancing  o'er  the  field  ; 
A  beauteous  form  ;  but  clouds  his  front  farround,  1225 
And  his  dim  eyes  were  fixt  upon  the  ground. 
Say,  who  that  youth  (he  cries)  o'ercaft  with  grief; 
The  youth  who  follows  that  vidlcrious  chief? 
His  fon  .''  or  one  of  his  illuflrious  line  ? 
What  numbers  ftiout  around  the  form  divine  ?         1230 
His  port  how  noble  !  how  augufl:  his  fame  ! 
How  like  tlic  foj  mer  !  and  how  near  the  fame  ! 

Bu; 
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But  gloomy  fhades  his  penfive  brows  o'erfpread. 

And  a  dark  cloud  involves  his  beauteous  head. 

Seek  not,  my  Ton,  replies  the  fire,  to  know  1235 

(And,  aa  he  fpoke,  tlie  guiliing  forrows  liow) 

What  woes  the  gods  to  thy  defcendants  doom. 

What  endlefs  grief  to  every  fon  of  Rome  ! 

This  youth  on  earth  the  Fates  but  jull  difplay. 

And  foon,  too  foon,  they  fnatch  the  gift  away  !    1240 

Kad  Rome  for  ever  held  the  glorious  prize. 

Her  blifs  had  rais'd  the  envy  of  the  Ikies ! 

Oh  !   from  the  martial  field  what  cries  fhall  come  ! 

What  groans  iliail  echo  through  the  llrects  of  Rome  ! 

Hov/  fhall  old  Tyber,  from  his  oozy  bed,  1245 

In  th;it  fad  moment  rear  his  reverend  head. 

The  length'ning  pomp  and  funeral  to  furvey, 

When  by  the  mighty  tomb  he  takes  his  mournful  way  '. 

A  youth  cf  nobler  hopes  fnall  never  rife. 

Nor  glad  like  h:m  the  Latian  fathers  eyes  :  1250 

And  Rome,  proud  Rome  Ihall  bcaft,  fhe  never  bore. 

From  age  to  age,  fo  brave  a  fon  before  1 

Honour  and  fame,  alas !  and  ancient  truth. 

Revive  and  die  with  that  illuftrious  youth  ! 

In  vain  embattled  troops  his  arms  oppofe :  1255 

In  every  field  he  tames  his  country's  foes. 

Whether  on  foot  he  marches  in  his  might. 

Or  f^?urs  his  fiery  courfer  to  the  fight. 

Poor  pitied  youth  !   the  glory  of  the  Hate  ! 

Oh  I  cou'dll  th&u  Ihun  the  dreadful  firoke  of  fate,  1260 

Rome  Ihould  in  thee  behold,  with  ravifn'd  eyes. 

Her  pride,  her  d.uliiig,  her  IVIarctllus  rife  ! 

Bring 


n6  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Bring  fragrant  flow'rs,  the  whitell  lilies  bring* 
With  all  the  purple  beauties  of  the  fpring  ; 
Tliefe  gifts  at  leaft,  thefe  honours  I'll  bcilow  1265 

On  the  dear  youth,  to  pleafe  his  fhade  below--- 
Thus,  while  the  wond'rous  fcenes  employ  tlieir  fight> 
They  rove  with  pleafure  in  the  fields  of  light. 

Vv'hen  the  great  fire  bad  taught  his  fon  the  whole, 
And  with  the  Roman  glories  fir'd  his  foul;  1270 

Next  to  the  lilVning  hero  he  declares 
His  toils  in  Latium,  and  fucceflive  wars ; 
Gives  him  their  nations  and  their  towns  to  know. 
And  how  to  Ibun,  or  fufFer  every  woe. 

Two  gates  the  filent  courts  of  fleep  adorn,         1275 
That  of  pale  ivory,  this  of  lucid  horn. 
Through  this,  true  vifions  take  their  airy  way. 
Thro'  that,  falfe  phantoms  mount  the  realms  of  day. 
Then  to  the  ivory  gate  he  led  them  on. 
And  there  difmifs'd  the  Sibyl  and  his  fon.  1280 

Now  the  great  chief,  returning  to  the  main. 
Reviews  his  fleet,  and  glads  his  friends  again. 
Then,  fleering  by  the  ftrand,  he  ploughs  the  fea. 
And  to  Ca'ieta's  port  dii-eds  his  way : 
There  all  the  fleet  the  crooked  anchors  moor;       1285 
And  the  tall  fhips  Hood  rang'd  along  the  fhore. 


End  of  tlie  Sixth  Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

King  Latinus  entertains  ^neas,  and  promifes  him  his 
only  daughter  Lavinia,  the  heirefs  of  his  crown. 
Turnus,  who  is  in  love  with  her,  being  favoured  by 
her  mother,  and  llirredupby  Junoand  Aledo,  breaks 
the  treaty  which  was  made ;  and  engages  in  his  quar- 
rel, Mezentius,  Camilla,  MefTapus,  and  many  others 
of  the  neighbouring  princes ;  whofe  forces  and  the 
names  of  their  commanders  are  particularly  recited. 
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XT'OU  too,  Cajeta,  wliofe  indulgent  cares 

-■•      Nurll  the  great  chief,  and  form'd  his  tender  years. 
Expiring  here  (an  ever  honour'd  name  !) 
Adorn  Hefperia  with  immortal  fame  : 
Thy  name  furvives  to  pleafe  thy  penfive  ghofl: ;  5 

Thy  facred  relicks  grace  the  Latian  coaft. 

Soon  as  her  funeral  rites  the  prince  had  paid> 
And  rais'd  a  tomb  in  honour  of  the  dead ; 
(The  fea  fubfiding,  and  the  tempefts  o'er) 
He  fpreads  the  flying  fails,  and  leaves  the  fhore.       lo 
When,  at  th?  clofe  of  night,  foft  breezes  rife» 
The  moon  in  milder  glory  mounts  the  ikies : 
Safe  in  her  friendly  light  the  navy  glides ; 
The  filver  fplendors  trembling  o'er  the  tides. 
Now  by  rich  Circe's  coafl:  they  bend  their  way>         1  c 
(Circe,  fair  daughter  of  the  god  of  day;) 
A  dangerous  fhore :  the  echoing  forefts  rung, 
While  at  the  loom  the  beauteous  goddefs  fung  : 
Bright  cedar  brands  fupply  her  father's  rays. 
Perfume  the  dome,  and  round  the  palace  blaze.        2» 
Here  wolves  with  bowlings  fcare  the  naval  train^ 
And  lions  roar  reluilant  to  the  chain. 
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Here  growling  bears  and  fwlne  their  ears  affright. 

And  break  the  folemn  filence  of  the  night. 

Thefe  once  were  men  ;  bu"  Circe's  charms  confine,  25 

In  brutal  Ihapes,  the  human  forms  divine. 

But  Neptune,  to  fecure  the  pious  hoft 

From  thefe  dire  monfters,  this  inchanted  coaft, 

A  friendly  breeze  to  every  fail  fupplies ; 

And  o'er  the  deeps  the  rapid  navy  flies.  30 

Now  on  her  car  was  gay  Aurora  borne. 
And  ocean  reddens  with  the  riling  morn  ; 
The  winds  lie  hufh'd  ;  the  fwelling  farge  fubfides  ; 
And  with  their  bending  oars  they  labour  thro'  tlie  tides. 

From  hence  the  hero  view'd  a  range  of  woods ;     3 1; 
Through  the  dark  fcene  roll  Tyber's  glittering  floods ; 
With  circling  whirlpools  urge  their  winding  way. 
And  lead  their  yellow  waters  to  the  fea. 
The  painted  birds,  that  haunt  the  golden  tide. 
And  flutter  round  the  banks  on  every  fide,  40 

Along  the  groves  in  pleafing  triumph  play. 
And  with  foft  mufic  hail  the  dawning  day. 
Smooth  o'er  the  fliaded  floods,  at  his  command. 
The  painted  gallles  glide,  and  reach  the  land. 

Now,  goddefs  I  aid  thy  poet,  while  lie  fmgs         45 
The  ftate  of  Latium,  and  her  ancient  kings ; 
Her  dark  confufions  from  tlieir  birth  explores. 
When  firft  the  Trojans  reach'd  th'  Hefperian  fliores. 
Thou,  thou,  great  Erato  !  my  foul  infpire. 
To  flng  each  furious  fight  with  equal  fire.  50 

A  mightier  work,  a  nobler  fcene  appears ; 
A  long,  long  ferics  of  deftruflive  wars  ! 

Kings 
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Kings  againft  kings  engag'd  in  dire  alarms  ! 
And  all  Hefperia  rous'd  to  all  die  rage  of  arms  ! 

Latinus  o'er  the  realm  the  fway  maintain'd;  55 

And  long  in  peace  the  hoary  prince  had  reign'd ; 
From  Faunns  and  a  fair  Laiirentian  dame, 
A  lovely  nymph,  the  mighty  mc«ia;ch  came. 
From  Pious,  Faunus  drew  his  birth  divine  ; 
From  Saturn  he,  great  author  of  the  hne.  60 

Fate  from  tJiis  king  had  fnatch'd  each  blooming  Ton  : 
And  one  bright  daughter  heir'd  the  imperial  throne. 
Fir'd  by  her  matchlefs  charms,  the  youths  repair 
From  all  the  realms  around,  to  court  the  fa.ii ; 
Bold  Turnus  too  the  royal  maid  addreft,  65 

Whofe  birth  and  beauty  fir  furpaft  the  reft. 
Tiie  Latian  queen,  to  gain  fo  brave  a  fon. 
Had  made  the  blooming  hero's  caufe  her  own. 
Vain  was  her  aim,  for  every  power  divine 
Withftood  the  match,  with  many  a  dreadful  fign'.      70 

Amid  the  court  a  laurel  rofe  in  air, 
Preferv'd  for  ages  with  religious  care; 
This  venerable  plant  Latinus  found. 
When  firft  his  town  with  rifmg  tow'rs  he  crown'd  ; 
(Which  thence  deriv'd  her  name,  as  records  fay  ;)    75 
Then  made  it  facred  to  the  god  of  day. 
It  chanc'd,  a  cloud  of  bees  in  gathering  fvvarms 
Swept  through  the  Ikies,  with  murmuring  hoarfe  alarms ; 
Pour'd  in,  and  (fettling  on  the  topmoft  bough) 
Stretch'd  down,  dependent  deep  in  air  below :  80 

In  one  black  lengthening  chain  together  clung. 
Feet  clafp'd  in  feet,  the  cluftering  nations  hung. 

X  2  On 
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On  this  exclaims  an  augur — I  explore 

A  foreign  confort  from  a  diftant  fhore  ; 

From  yon  fame  point  a  Ibanger  holl  fliall  come  ;       85 

And  here  their  prince  Ihall  reign  in  this  imperial  dome. 

Yet  more  ;  while  chafte  Lavinia,  at  the  ihrine. 
Burns  od'rous  incenfe  to  the  powers  divine  ; 
As  by  her  father  ftood  the  royal  fair. 
The  fires  flew  round,  and  caught  her  waving  hair  :  90 
O'er  all  her  rich  embroider'd  garments  roll'd 
The  wanton  flame,  and  crept  through  every  fold  ; 
Then,  crackling,  through  her  crown  vidorious  plays  j 
The  gems  run  melting  in  the  golden  blaze  : 
Around  the  fair  the  dancing  glories  llray'd,  95 

And  lambent  fires  involv'd  the  lovely  maid ; 
Then  from  her  beauteous  head  enlarging  grew. 
Wide  and  more  wide,  and  round  the  palace  flew. 
From  this  ftrange  fign,  portentous  to  behold, 
Th'  aftonilh'd  feer  furprifing  truths  foretold,  i  go 

That  bright  with  fame  Ihould  fhine  the  glorious  fair, 
Eut  through  the  nations  fpread  the  flames  of  war. 

Mean  time  the  king,  alronilh'd  at  the  fign, 
Hafl:es  to  confult  his  prefcient  ^  fire  divine. 
In  dark  Albunea's  fliades,  fupreme  of  woods  !         105 
Where  from  her  fountains  boil  fulphureous  floods ; 
Thick  from  her  ftreams  tlie  clouds  of  poifon  rife. 
And,  charg'd  with  heavy  vapours,  load  the  Ikies. 
Here,  in  diftrefs,  th'  Italian  nations  come. 
Anxious,  to  clear  their  doubts,  and  learn  their  doom,  i  lo 
•  Faunu3. 

Fird, 
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Firft,  on  the  fleeces  of  the  flaughter'd  fheep, 

Bv  night  the  fiicred  priefl  diflblves  in  fleep  : 

When,  in  a  train,  before  his  flumbering  eye. 

Thin,  airy  forms,  and  wond'rous  vifions  fly. 

He  calls  the  pow'rs,  who  guard  th'  infernal  floods ;   1 15 

And  talks,  infpir'd,  familiar  with  the  gods. 

To  this  dread  oracle  the  prince  withdrew. 

And  firft  a  hundred  flieep  the  monarch  flew  ; 

Then  on  their  fleeces  lay  ;  and  from  the  wood 

He  heard  di(lin6l  thefe  accents  of  the  god  :  1 20 

Seek  not  a  native  prince,  my  fon,  nor  wed 
Thy  royal  daughter  to  a  Latian  bed. 
A  foreign  chief  appears,  of  mighty  fame, 
Whcfe  race  to  heav'n  fliall  raife  our  glorious  name ; 
O'er  either  ocean  fliall  their  empire  run,  125 

Beyond  the  radiant  journeys  of  the  fun. 
In  every  clime  their  ftandards  are  unfurl'd  ! 
And,  proftrate  at  their  feet,  fliall  lie  the  tremblingworld ! 

Thefe  anfwers  of  the  god,  reveal'd  by  night. 
The  king  divulg'd,  and  fame  difplay'd  to  light;      130 
.Spread  the  glad  tidings  all  the  nations  o'er  ; 
When  now  the  Trojan  navy  reach'd  the  fliore. 

The  hero  v.ith  his  fon  and  chiefs  had  laid 
Their  limbs  at  eafe  beneath  a  cooling  fliade  ; 
Then,  dictated  bv  Jove,  the  banquet  fpread  1 35 

On  cakes  of  flour  along  the  verdant  mead  ; 
The  flender  cakes  the  bufy  Trojans  load 
With  fruits  auftere,  and  wildings  of  the  wood  : 
Thefe  fcanty  viands  foon  confum'd,  the  crew, 
Qompell'd  by  hunger,  on  their  tables  flew  ;  140 
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Full  eager  they  devour'd,  by  want  diftreft. 

The  frail  fupporters  of  the  failing;  feaft. 

Wlicn  with  a  laugh,  Afcauius — we  devour 

The  plates  and  boards  on  which  we  fed  before. 

Th'  aufpicidus  words  his  fire  in  rapture  took,  145 

And  weigh'd  what  once  tlte  oracle  had  fpoke  : 

Hail  happy  re-'lm,  which  fate  fo  long  has  ow'd  ! 
All  hail,  he  cry'd,  each  guardian  Trojan  god  ! 
My  fire,  when  fair  Elyfium  bleft  my  eyes. 
Did  thus  difciofe  the  fecrets  of  the  ikies  :  150 

"  When,  preft  by  raging  famine,  you  devour 
*'  Your  boards,  irtipatierit,  on  a  foreign  Ihore  ; 
"  There  thy  long  labours  fhall  with  peace  be  crown'd  ; 
*'  There  build  thy  town,  and  raife  the  ramparts  round." 
This  is  the  famine  that  the  Fates  forefhow,  15  q 

And  this  the  place  to  terminate  our  woe. 
Then  bend  we  from  the  port,  at  dawn  of  day. 
Our  eager  Heps,  and  llrike  a  diifcrent  way. 
To  view  the  land,  the  cities  to  explore. 
And  know  what  nations  hold  the  fated  fliore.  160 

Now  place  again  the  goblets  on  the  board  ;  ~% 

Be  great  Anchifes  hcnour'd  and  ador'd,  > 

And  pour  the  wine  to  heav'n's  almighty  lord.  3 

Then,  while  the  verdant  boughs  -his  temples  grace. 
The  prince  ador'd  the  Genius  of  the  place  ;  165 

The  Nymphs,  and  unknown  pow'rs  that  rule  the  floods. 
And  facred  Earth,  great  fource  of  all  die  gods ; 
And  aweful  Night ;  with  her  the  fears  that  rife. 
To  gild  her  face,  and  beautify  the  ikies  j 

And 
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And  Jove,  the  guardian  god  of  Troy,  implores,     170 
And  the  great  mother  of  th'  ethereal  povv'rs ; 
His  mighty  parents  laft,  with  honours  crovvn'd 
In  heav'n  above,  and  Erebus  profound. 

The  hero's  vows  th'  almighty  heard  from  high, 
Aind  thrice  he  thunder'd  from  an  azure  Iky;  175 

And  fliook,  majeftic  as  the  thunders  roll'd, 
A  fiery  cloud,  that  blaz'd  with  beams  of  gold. 

Now  through  the  Trojan  hoft  the  news  had  flown. 
The  day  was  come  to  raife  their  promis'd  town  ; 
All,  warm'd  with  tranfport  at  the  happy  fign,         1 80 
Indulge  the  feaft,  and  quaff  the  generous  wine. 

Soon  as  the  morning  Ihot  a  purple  ray. 
And  tipp'd  the  mountains  with  the  beams  of  day, 
By  diirerent  ways  the  bufy  train  explore 
The  bounds,  the  cities,  and  die  winding  fhore.        185 
Here  dv/ell  the  Latian  line  ;  there  Tyber  flows ; 
And  here  thy  facred  ftream,  Numicus,  rofe. 

Now  fer.t  the  Trojan  prince  (a  peace  to  gain) 
A  hundred  youths  felefted  from  the  train. 
With  prefents  for  the  king.     Without  delay,  190 

All  crown'd  with  olives  took  their  fpeedy  way. 
Mean  time  the  chief  defign'd  th'  allotted  ground 
For  the  new  town,  and  drew  the  trench  around : 
High  tow'rs  and  ramparts  all  the  place  inclofe; 
And,  like  a  camp,  the  fudden  city  rofe.  ly- 

Novv  the  cnmmiffion'd  youths  proceed  with  hafte. 
And  fpy  the  lofty  Latian  fpires  at  laft. 
Before  the  gate,  the  blooming  adive  train 
Or  break  the  fiery  courfer  to  the  rein. 
Or  whirl  the  chariot  o'er  the  dufiy  plain  ;  200 
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Or  bend  the  bow,  or  tofs  the  whizzing  fpcar. 

Or  urge  the  race,  or  wage  the  mimic  war. 

When  lo  I  a  meiTenger,  difpatch'd  with  fpeed. 

Spurs  to  the  Latian  court  his  panting  fleed. 

And  told  the  monarch  what  illuftrious  gueils  205 

Arr;\''d  from  foreign  lands  in  foreign  vcib. 

Tlie  monardi  fummon'd  all  the  train,  and  flione. 

In  riate  majellic  on  the  rega!  throne. 

High  o'er  the  town,  furrcunded  by  9  wood. 

Old  Picjs'  venerable  palace  ftocd, 210 

Auguft  and  aweful !  proudly  rofe,  around, 
A  hundred  columns,  and  die  Itrudure  crown'd. 
Here  kings  recciv'd  the  types  of  royal  pow'r. 
The  crown  and  fcepter,  and  the  robes  tliey  wore. 
This  was  their  temple  ;  this  their  court  of  ftate,      2 1 5 
Here  at  their  facred  fealb  the  iathers  fate  ; 
And  ialong  orders,  a^  their  thrones  they  lill'd. 
On  ofFer'd  rams  their  annu?.l  banquets  held. 
B-fcre  the  gates  a  venerable  band. 
In  cedar  carv'd,  tlie  Latian  monarchs  ftand.  220 

Sabinus  there,  who  preil  the  foaming  wine. 
Extend  the  hook  that  prun'd  the  generous  vine : 
The  fror.t  old  Italus  and  Saturn  grace. 
And  hoary  Janus  with  his  double  face  ; 
And  many  an  ancient  monarch,  proud  to  bear         22c 
In  their  dear  country's  caufe  the  wounds  of  war. 
Kung  on  the  pillars,  all  around  appears 
A  row  of  trophies,   helmets,  fiiields,  and  fpears. 
And  foIiJ  bars,  and  axes  keenly  bright. 
And  naval  beaks,  and  chaiiots  feiz'd  in  fight.  23Q 

With 
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Wiih  his  divining  wand  in  folcmn  ftate. 

With  robes  fuccinft  the  royal  Picus  fate. 

Fierce  in  his  car  of  old  he  fwept  the  field  ; 

And  Hill  the  hero  grafps  the  fhining  fhicld. 

Him  beauteous  Circe  lov'd,  but  lov'd  in  vain;         235 

Th'  enchantrefs  dame,  rejected  with  difdain, 

Transform'd  the  haplefs  monarch,  in  deipair, 

Chang'd  to  a  painted  bird,  and  fent  to  flit  in  air. 

Thus  fat  the  fov'reign  iii  the  pompous  fane. 
And  gave  admiiTipn  to  the  Dardan  train.  240. 

Then  to  th'  i'luHrious  ftrangers,  from  the  throne. 
The  prince  v.'ith  mild  benevolence  began. 

Say,  noble  Trojans,  for  we  knew  your  name 
And  ancient  race,  before  your  navy  came  ; 
What  caufe  your  fleet  to  Ladum  could  convey,        24.5 
What  call,  through  fuch  a  length  of  watVy  way  ? 
Or  were  yrur  gallies  wide  in  ocean  loil:  ? 
Or  driv'n  by  tempefts  on  th'  Kcfperian  coall  ? 
Such  dangers  oft  befall  the  train  v. ho  ride 
O'er  the  wild  deeps,  and  ftem  the  furious  tide.        250 
Vouchfafa  to  be  our  guefts,  and  Latium  grace  ; 
For  know,  our  generous  hofpitable  race. 
By  Saturn  form'd,  from  him  th  ir  manners  drav/, 
JuH  without  ties,  and  good  without  a  law. 
From  old  Auruntian  fages  once  ov.r  ears  255 

Have  heard  a  tale,  though  funk  in  length  of  years  ; 
Thefe  realms  the  birth  of  Dardanus  could  boaft. 
Who  fail'd  from  hence,  and  reach'd  your  Phrygian  coafl. 
He  left  the  Tufcan  realms,  and  now  on  high 
Dwells  in  the  llarry  manfioas  of  the  iky  :  260 

CalI'd 
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Call'd  from  this  nether  world  to  heav'n's  abodes, — 
He  reigns  above,  a  god  among  the  gods  ! 

O  prince  divine  !  great  Faunus'  glorious  fon ; 
(Thus,  to  the  king  Jlioneus  begun  ;) 
Nor  ftars  mifled  our  fleets,  nor  tempefts  toft,  265 

Nor  wide  we  wandtr'd  to  the  Latian  coaft. 
But  o'jr  determin'd  courfe,  fpontaneous  bore, 
XVith  one  fixt  purpofe,  to  this  friendly  Hiore  ; 
Driv'n  from  the  nobleft  empire  o'er  the  feas. 
That  the  bright  fun  in  all  his  race  furveys.  270 

We  and  our  prince  derive  our  birth  divine 
From  Jove,  the  fource  of  our  ethereal  line  ; 
And  at  the  godlike  chief's  command  we  come. 
His  fuppliant  envoys  to  this  regal  dome. 
Thofe,  who  beyond  the  bounds  of  ocean  hurFd,      zjz 
Poflefs  that  v.ild  unhofpitable  v/orld  ; 
And  thole  who  glo.v  beneatli  the  burning  zone. 
Beneath  the  fiery  chariot  of  the  fun. 
Have  heard,  and  heard  with  terror  from  afar. 
What  a  dire  deluge,  what  a  ftorm  of  war,  280 

With  ruin  charg'd,  and  furious  to  dellroy, 
Frem  Greece  burft  thund'ring  o'tr  the  realms  of  Troy ; 
When  Europe  fhook  proud  Afia  with  aUrms, 
And  fate  I'tt  two  contending  world.')  in  arnis. 
Snatch 'd  from  that  ilorm,  to  roll  nroynd  the  floods, 
We  beg  feme  place,  to  fix  our  wand'ring  gods ;      28|5 
Some  vacant  region,  you  with  eafe  can  fpare  ; 
The  common  uft-  of  water,  earth,  qnd  air. 
.  Nor  {hail  this  new  alliance  bring  difgrace. 
But  add  new  glories  :o  th'  Jtaiian  race  ;  zgo 

Nor 
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Nor  Latium  fhall  repent  the  kind  fupply. 

Nor  fhali  tlic  dear  remembrance  ever  die. 

Now  by  our  potent  glorious  prince  I  fvvear. 

As  true  in  peace  as  dreadful  in  the  war: 

Though  now  as  fuppliants  at  thy  throne  we  ftand,  295 

With  humble  pray'rs  and  olives  in  our  hand. 

Yet  many  nations,  prince,  ir.v  ite  our  train. 

And  our  alliance  court,  but  court  in  vain. 

For  know,  die  gods,  the  mighty  gods  command 

The  fons  of  Trey  to  feek  the  Latian  land.  300 

To  Tyber's  flood  great  Phoebus  urg'd  our  way. 

Where  ipring  Numicus'  facred  itreams  to  day  j 

Here  Dardanus  was  born,  of  heav'nly  fcrain  ; 

Hence  firit  he  came,  and  now  returns  again. 

Yet  more-— thefe  prefents  from  the  Trojan  king,     305 

Thef;  re!i;ks  of  lus  former  ilate  we  bring, 

Saatch'd  from  devouring  fiames— his  fire,  cf  old, 

Pour'd  due  libations  from  this  bowl  of  gold : 

In  thefe  rich  robes  the  royal  Priam  ihone. 

And  gave  the  law,  majelbc,  from  the  throne:        310 

This  crcvvTi,  this  fcepter,  did  the  monarch  v/ear  j 

Thefe  vefts  were  labour'd  by  the  Trcjan  fair. 

He  ceas'd— -the  fov'reign  paus'd  in  thought  prcfour^. 
And  hxt  his  eyes  unmov'd  upon  the  ground. 
His  daughter's  fortunes  all  his  mind  employ,  315 

And  future  empire,  not  the  gifts  frcm  Troy. 
Deep  in  his  mind  the  prophecy  he  roU'd, 
And  deem'd  tiiis  chief,  the  fon  the  gods  foretold. 
The  mighty  hero  long  foredoom'd  by  fate 
To  fhare  the  glories  of  the  regal  llatc  ;--■!•  3  20 
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From  whom  a  race,  vidorlous  by  their  fwords. 

Should  rife  in  time,  the  world's  majeftic  lords : 

Then  joyful  fpoke  :  May  heav'n  our  counfels  blefs. 

And  its  own  omens,  with  the  wili'd  fuccefs ! 

Well  pleas'd,  my  friends,  your  prefents  I  receive,  325 

And  free  admiffioa  in  mv  kingdoms  give  ; 

Nor  (hall  you  want,  while  I  the  throne  enjoy, 

A  land  as  fruitful  as  the  fields  of  Troy. 

But  let  your  godlike  prince,  if  he  requeft 

Our  royal  friendlhip,  be  our  honour'd  gueft ;  330 

The  peace  he  a(ks  in  perfon  he  may  bring. 

Go  then---report  this  mcfTage  to  your  king 

A  beauteous  daughter  in  her  b'oom  is  mine^ 
Forbid  to  wed.  in  our  Aufonian  iiae : 
Thi,  all  our  native  oracles  deny,  335 

And  every  dreadful  omen  of  the  fky. 
From  fo-'-eign  fliores,  a  foreign  fon  appears, 
Whofe  race  fhall  lift  our  glory  to  the  ftars. 
Your  prince,  the  deitin'd  chief  the  Fates  require. 
Our  thoughts  divine,  and  we,  my  friends,  defiie.    340 

He  faid,  and  order'd  fteeds,  to  mount  the  band; 
In  lofty  Hall;  three  hundred  courfe.-s  Hand, 
Their  ihining  fides  with  crimfon  covcr'd  o'er; 
The  fprightly  fteeds  embroider  d  trapp  nf^s  wore. 
With  golden  chains,  refulgent  to  bcliold  :  345 

Gold  were  the  bridles,  and  they  champ'd  on  gold. 
But  to  their  prince  he  fent  a  glorious  car. 
With  tv.'o  diitinguini'd  courfc.s  for  the  war; 
Fierce  a,s  they  flew,  their  noJlril.i  breath'd  a  fire  ; 
Thcfe  Circe  ftolc  from  her  c.leiHal  fire,  j^q 
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By  mortal  mares  on  earth,  who,  all  unknown, 
Mixt  with  the  flaming  couriers  of  the  i'un. 
Pleas'd  with  thfe  monarch's  gift,  their  fteeds  they  prefs. 
And  to  their  anxious  lord  return  with  peace. 

But  Jove's  imperial  queen,  from  Argos  far,         355 
Rides  on  the  whirlwinds  through  the  fields  of  air. 
From  proud  Pachynus'  point,  her  eyes  explore 
The  Trojan  prince,  and  all  his  fleet  on  fhore. 
The  bulwarks  rife,  the  troops  pofTefs  the  flrand, 
Defert  the  fhips,  and  pour  upon  the  land  ;  360 

She  flood  in  anguifli  fixt,  and  {hook  her  head. 
Then,  fir'd  with  rage,  the  wrathful  goddefs  faid  : 

Curft  race  : — a  race  I  labour  to  dellroy  I-~ 
But  Juno  finks  beneath  the  fates  of  Troy  ! 
Did  not  the  captives  break  the  vi(flcr's  chain?         365- 
Did  not  her  flaughter'd  fons  revive  again  ? 
Did  they  not  force,  when  Troy  in  allies  lay. 
Through  fires  and  armies  their  vidorious  way  ? 
What — heav'n's  great  emprefs  flags,  by  toils  oppreft  I 
Or  fure,  her  glutted  vengeance  lies  at  rell: !  370 

And  yet  I  dar'd  purfue  the  banilh'd  train 
Through  the  laft  bounds  of  Neptune's  wat'ry  reign. 
With  rocks,  with  gulfs,  with  thunders  from  en  high, 
With  all  the  ftorms  of  ocean  and  the  fky. 
In  vain  with  llorms  I  rous'd  the  roaring  main;         375 
Earth,  fkies,  and  oceans  wag'd  my  war  in  vain. 
In  vain  dire  Scylla  thunder'd  o'er  the  fea; 
Nor  could  the  \  ail  Cliarybdis  bar  the  way. 
For  lo  !  in  Tyber's  flood  their  navies  ride. 
Meek  my  revenge,  and  triumph  o'er  the  tide.         380 

Andr 
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And  yet  the  god  of  battles  could  eiFace, 
For  one  neglect,  the  Lapkha;an  race. 
For  one  negleft,  did  Jore  himfclf  re%a 
To  Dian's  wrath  the  Calj-donian  line. 
But  I,  the  queen  fupreme  of  gods  above,  3S5 

The  migiiLy  conlort  of  imperial  Jove, 
In  vain  for  yeai-s  one  nation  have  purfu'd ; 
Nay  by  one  fmgle  mortal  aiTi  fubdu'd  ! 
Yet,  though  my  povv'rs  arc  baflicd,  will  I  tfy 
Wiiatever  pow  ts  in  nature's  circle  lie.  390 

What  1  though  the  partial  heav'ns  my  aims  repel, 
I'll  raife  new  forces  from  the  depths  of  hell ! 
What  I '--if  the  Trojan  mull  in  Latium  reign! 
What  1— if  the  Fates  a  regal  bride  ordain  ! 
Yet,  may  I  flill  the  nuptial  rite  delay,  395 

And  by  a  length  of  wars  defer  the  day. 
Yet,  fiiall  the  people  bleed  1   the  kings  fhall  reign. 
The  lonsly  monarchs  of  an  empty  plain  ! 
Yet  fliall  the  father  and  the  fon  make  good 
Their  league  of  friendlhip,  in  their  fubjedts  blood  j  400 
In  the  mixt  blood  of  nations  fliall  be  paid. 
At  large,  thy  dreadful  dow'r,  imperial  maid  ! 
Wed  thsn-— with  every  fatal  omen  wed  : 
Bciiona  waits  thee  to  the  bridal  bed. 
The  queen  of  love,  like  Priam's  royal  dame,  405 

For  Ilion  has  conceiv'd  a  fecond  flame. 
A  Paris,  fpruag  from  Venus,  fliall  deflroy 
Once  more  with  fatal  fires  the  tow'rs  of  Troy. 
This  fiid,  to  earth  th'  impetuous  goddefs  flies, 
Iitfl-am'd  witii  rage  and  vengeance,  from  the  flcies ;  410 

Looks 
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L'ooks  down,  and,  bending  o'er  the  baleful  celi. 

Calls  dire  Aledo  from  the  realms  of  hell. 

Crimes,  frauds  and  murders  are  the  fiend's  delight. 

The  rage  of  death,  and  llaughters  of  the  fight. 

So  fierce  her  looks !  fuch  terrors  from  her  eyes  !     415. 

Round  her  grim  front  fuch  monflrous  ferpents  rife  1 

She  fcares  ev'n  Pluto,  her  immortal  fire ; 

Her  fifter  Furies  tremble  and  retire. 

Then  heav'n's  great  queen,  againft  the  Trojan  train, 

Inflam'd  her  native  rage,  and  thus  began  :  420 

Daughter  of  night !  thy  potent  aid  I  claim 
To  guard  my  honour,  and  fupport  my  fame. 
Oh !  let  not  Troy  her  pow'rs  to  Latium  bring. 
Nor  with  this  match  amufe  her  eafy  king. 
'Tis  thine>  tTie  peace  of  brethren  to  confound,        425 
To  arm  their  hands,  and  fpread  deliruflion  round ; 
Through  kindling  houfes,  towns  and  realms  to  bear 
The  torch  of  difcord,  and  the  flames  of  war. 
To  thee  a  thoufand  lioxious  arts  are  known. 
And  e\ery  form  of  mifchief  is  thy  own.  43G* 

Rouie,  roufe  the  fury  in  thy  foul !  excite 
The  chiefs,  and  kindle  all  the  rage  of  iight ! 
DilTolve  the  peace ;  and  fir'd  by  dire  alarms. 
Bid  the  mad  nations  riiili  to  blood  arid  arms  ! 

Scarce  had  (he  fpoke,  when  fudden  from  her  eyes,  435 
Smear'd  with  Gorgonean  blood,  the  fury  flies 
Sublime ;  and  tow  ring  o'er  the  palace  foars ; 
Then  liinds  unfcen  before  Amata's  doors ; 
While  grief  and  wrath  tiie  raging  queen  employ. 
For  Turnus,  injur'd  by  the  match  with  Troy.         440 

Here 
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Here  flopt  the  fiend  ;  and,  dixord  all  her  view, 

Snatch'd  from  her  hifiing  locks,  a  fnake  fhe  threw; 

And  through  her  iamoll;  foul  the  fiery  ferpent  flew. 

Unfelt,  the  moniter  glides  through  every  veil. 

And  breathes  the  fecret  poifon  in  her  breail.  445 

Now  like  a  fillet,  round  her  temples  roU'd, 

Now  round  her  bofom,  like  a  chain  of  gold. 

Now  to  her  treiTes  he  repairs,  and  there 

I'hrids  every  ringlet  of  her  golden  hair. 

Thus  while  her  kindling  foul  the  pelt  infpires  450 

With  the  firft  fparkles  of  her  fatal  fires. 

Before  the  bofom  of  the  royal  dame 

Felt  the  full  furies  of  th'  infernal  flame. 

She  fpeaks  her  grief,  in  accents  foft  and  mild, 

linplores  the  fire,  and  foirows  o'er  her  child  :  455 

And  muft  Lavinia  then,  our  only  joy, 

Wed  with  this  wand'ring  fugitive  of  Troy  ? 

And  can  a  father  ifliie  the  decree. 

So  fatal  to  himfelf,  to  her  and  me  ? 

For  fure  the  pirate  foon  will  bear  away  460 

With  the  firfl:  riflng  wind  the  lovely  prey. 

Such,  fuch  a  guefl  of  old,  the  Phrygian  boy 

Bore  ravifli'd  Helen  to  the  tow'rs  of  Troy. 

Where,  where  is  friendflilp,  truth  and  honour  now  ? 

A  father's  promife,  and  a  monarch's  vow  !  465 

If  thy  great  fire's  commands  have  fixt  thy  mind. 

To  chufe  feme  hero  of  a  foreign  kind  : 

Then  every  kind,  my  lord,  and  every  land 

Are  foreign,  that  are  free  from  our  command; 

And 
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And  if  we  trace  brave  Turnus'  blood>  he  firings    470 
From  a  long  line  of  ancient  Argive  kings. 

Thus  urg'd  the  mother,  in  a  mournful  flraln. 
Her  loud  complaints,  yet  urg'd  them  all  in  vain. 
But  now  the  fpreading  poifon,  fir'd  her  whole, 
Ev'n  to  the  lall  recefles  of  h^-r  foul.  475 

In  her  wild  thoughts  a  thoufand  horrors  rife  ; 
And  fierce,  and  madJlng  round  the  ilreets  fhe  flies. 
So  the  gay  ilriplings  lafh  in  eager  fport, 
A  top,  in  giddy  circles,  round  a  court. 
In  rapid  rings  it  whirls,  and  fpins  aloud,  4S0 

Admir'd  with  rapture  by  the  blooming  crowd ; 
From  e\'ery  ftroke,  flies  humming  o'er  the  ground. 
And  gains  new  fpirit,  as  the  blows  go  round. 

Thus  flew  the  giddy  queen,  with  fury  flung. 
Thro'  the  wide  town,  arntd  tlie  wond'ring  throng.   48; 
Yet  more  ; — the  deftin'd  nuptials  to  delay. 
Fierce  to  the  darkfome  wood  flae  bounds  away  ;• 
And,  rlflng  flill  in  rage,  with  rites  divine 
She  feign'd  new  orgies  to  the  god  of  wine. 
Thou,  Bacchus,  only  thou,  ucferv'fl:  the  fair  !     490  ") 
For  thee  in  ringlets  grows  her  lovely  hair  !  > 

For  thee  flie  leads  the  dance,  and  wreaths  her  ivy  fpear.  3 

Now  fpread  around  the  wild  infedlous  flames ; 
With  the  fame  fury  glow  the  La.ian  dames ; 
Let  loofe  their  flying  trefles  in  the  wind,  495 

Rufli  to  the  woods,  and  leave  the  town  behind ; 
Tofs  high  their  ivy-fpears ;  while  clamours  rife. 
And  trembling  fliricks,  tumultuous  rend  the  fkies. 
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The  madding  queen,  with  rage  fupcrior  lliing, 
Rear'd  high  a  flaming  pine,  amid  the  throng,      500 
And  for  young  Turnus  rais'd  the  nuptial  fong. 
Then  rolls  her  fiery  eyes,  and  loud  exclaims: 
Hear,  all  ye  matrons !  hear  ye  Latian  dames ! 
If  yet  a  mother's  woes  your  fouls  can  move. 
If  yet  your  injur'd  princefs  (hares  your  love  ;  505 

Like  me,  unbind  your  trelTes ;  rove  abroad ; 
And  hold  thefe  facrcd  orgies  to  the  god. 

Thus  the  fierce  fiend  Amata's  breait  invades. 
And  drives  her  raving  to  the  fylvan  (hades. 
When  all  the  monarch's  palace  flic  furvey'd,  510 

With  all  his  counfels  in  confufion  laid  ; 
As  wide  around  the  rlfing  Fury  grew. 
On  dufky  wings  to  Ardea  fwift  (he  flew : 
Ardea,  by  Danae  built  in  days  of  yore. 
When  with  her  Argive  train  fhe  fought  the  fliore  1515 
But  now  her  perifn'd  ruins  are  no  more ! 
Where  o'er  the  reft  brave  Turnus'  manfion  rofe. 
She  found  the  hero  funk  in  foft  repofe ; 
And  firlt,  her  dread  infernal  form  to  hide. 
Laid  the  grim  terrors  of  her  front  afide  :  520 

With  filver  hairs  her  temples  were  o'erfpread. 
And  wreaths  and  verdant  olives  crown'd  her  head. 
Her  wither'd  face  with  wrinkles  was  emboft. 
And  in  the  woman  all  the  fiend  was  loft. 
She  now  appear'd  a  venerable  dame,  525 

And  to  the  couch  like  Juno's  prieftefs  came  : 

Then  are  thy  labours  vain,   (flie  thus  begun) 
And  (hall  a  Trojan  feize  thy  rightful  throne  ? 

The 
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The  king  denies  the  crown  he  long  has  ow'd. 

Denies  the  fair  thy  labours  bought  with  blood.         530 

Go — fave  his  kingdom  ;  fight  the  Tufcan  train  !— 

Go,  prince,  and  conquer,  to  be  fcorn'd  again  ! 

Hear  then  by  me  the  mandate  from  on  high 

Sent  by  the  mighty  emprefs  of  the  fky  : 

Fly,  fly;  the  valiant  youth  for  arms  prepare  ;         535 

And  through  the  opening  gates  let  loofe  the  war. 

Lo  I  where  in  Tyber  ride  the  fleets  of  Troy ; 

Go  then,  their  chiefs  and  painted  Ihips  deftroy ; 

So  Heav'n  commands— and,  if  the  Latian  lord 

Detain  the  fair,  rjgardlefs  of  his  word,  540 

Let  him  in  blood  thy  vengeful  fword  deplore, 

Tlie  fword  that  conquer'd  in  his  caufe  before. 

Thus  the  difl"embled  dame — with  fcornful  pride. 
In  haughty  terms  the  martial  youth  reply'd  : 

The  tidings  you  convey,  I  knew  before  ;  545 

The  Trojan  fleet  is  landed  on  the  fhore. 
Hence — nor  with  idle  tales  my  bofom  move  ; 
1  live  fecure  in  Juno's  guardian  love. 
But,  worn  with  years,  you  dote  with  vain  alarms. 
And,  when  you  nod,  you  dream  of  kings  in  arms.  550 
Go,  mother,  go— and  make  your  gods  your  care. 
But  leave  to  men  the  province  of  the  war. 

While  yet  he  fpoke,  her  looks  the  youth  confound. 
And  the  black  fiend  in  all  her  terrors  frown'd. 
Aghafl,  he  fliook,  and  trembled  with  affright,        555 
While  all  her  native  horrors  blaft  his  fight. 
Such  a  tremendous  front  the  Fury  fpread. 
So  dreadful  hilt  the  ferpents  round  her  head ; 

L  2  S9 


148  PITT'S    POEMS. 

So  grim  a  figure  now  (he  feem'd  to  rire  ; 

That  hell,  all  hell  was  open'd  in  her  eyes !  560 

Then,  ere  the  fault'ring  trembling  youth  reply'd. 
She  roll'd  their  fiery  orbs  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
Snatch'd  two  black  ferpents  from  her  locks,  and  fhook 
The  founding  fcourge,  and  thund'ring  thus  (he  fpoke  : 

Behold,  behold  the  wretch,  by  vain  alarms  565 

And  age,  reduc'd  to  dream  of  kings  in  arms  ! 
A  Fury  from  the  deeps  of  hell,  I  bear. 
In  thefe  dread  hands,  deftrudlion,  death  and  war  ! 

With  that  a  flaming  torch  the  goddefs  threw  ; 
Deep  tlirough  his  breaft  the  fiery  weapon  flew.        ^70 
Strait  rous'd  the  ftartled  warrior ;  and  a  ftream 
Of  fweat  ran  copious  down  from  every  limb. 
Through  the  wide  dome  he  raves  with  mad  alarms> 
He  runs,  he  flies,  he  calls  aloud  to  arms ; 
Fell  wrath  and  vengeance  in  his  eyes  appear,  5-^ 

The  thirft  of  flaughter,  and  the  rage  of  war. 
So  when  in  parting  fpires  the  flame  divides. 
And  crackling  climbs  around  the  cauldron's  fides. 
In  the  deep  womb  glow  fierce  the  hiffing  Ib-eams, 
Eoil,  fwell  and  foam,  and  bubble  o'er  the  brims;    580 
Till  high  in  air  the  fuming  liquids  rife. 
And  in  a  length  of  vapours  mount  the  fkies. 

He  fends  to  great  Latinus,  to  declare 
The  peace  polluted,  and  denounce  the  war  : 
To  arms  he  cries, — this  moment  will  we  go  585 

To  guard  oaf  country,  and  repel  the  foe. 
Himfelf,  he  boafts,  will  all  the  war  maintain. 
And  fight  the  Trojan  and  Aafonian  train. 

Hi. 
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His  troops  take  fire,  and  (heav'n  invok'd  in  pray'r) 
With  eager  rage  they  gather  to  the  war :  590 

Som;  by  his  beauty  mov'd,  his  caufe  embrace. 
Some  by  his  vaUant  deeds,  and  regal  race. 

While  thus  his  focial  train  the  prince  infpires. 
Swift  to  the  Trojan  holt  the  iiend  retires. 
Big  with  new  mifchicfs  to  the  place  (he  came,  595 

Where  young  liilus  hunts  the  favage  game. 
A  ftag  he  chas'd  ;  the  chace  the  Fuiy  fees. 
And  bids  the  fcent  grow  warm  in  every  breeze  j 
His  opening  hounds,  exulting,  (hoot  away. 
And  bear  impatient  on  the  panting  prey  :  600 

From  this  light  caufe  (he  rais'd  the  firft  alarms. 
And  lir'd  the  brutal  fwains  to  blood  and  arms. — 
Snatch'd  from  the  dam,  by  Tyrrheus'  children  rear'd, 
(Tyrrheus,  chief  matter  of  the  royal  herd) 
With  care  domefiic  had  this  ftag  been  bred  ;  605 

Of  beauteous  (hape  ;  and  antlers  grac'd  his  head. 
The  heart  became  their  fifter's  darling  care  ; 
His  horns  were  drefs'd  with  garlands  by  the  fair. 
Fed  from  the  board,  accuftom'd  to  command. 
The  fawn  familiar  lick'd  her  ftroking  hand.  610 

full  cfi  (he  bath'd  him  in  the  limpid  tide. 
And  fondly  curious  comb'd  his  filken  hide : 
AH  day  amid  the  forefcs  would  he  roam. 
But  came  each  evening  to  his  wonted  home. 
Afcanius'  hounds  had  rous'd  the  trembling  prey,  615  "^ 
As  down  the  gentle  flood  he  took  his  way,  > 

And  on  the  cooling  bank  in  length  luxUiiant  lay.        J 
L  -<  The 
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The  youthful  hero  fir'd  with  love  of  fame, 

Direi^ls  a  feather'd  arrow  at  the  game  ; 

The  feather'd  arrow  flew  ;  the  Fury  guides  620 

The  pointed  weapon  through  tlie  wanton's  fides. 

Pierc'd  witli  the  dart,  tlie  bleeding  fawn  in  vain 

FHes  back  for  refuge  to  his  home  again  ; 

Complains  with  human  tears,  and  human  fighs. 

And  begs  for  aid  with  unavailing  cries.  625 

The  beauteous  Sylvia  heard  his  moving  drains. 

Beat  her  white  bofom,  and  alarm 'd  the  fwains. 

Infpir'd  with  fudden  rage  they  wing  tlieir  way. 

For  in  the  wood  the  lurking  Fury  lay. 

Some  arm'd  with  knotted  clubs,  impetuous  came,  630 

And  feme  with  ftaves  well-feafon'd  in  the  flame. 

With  ftones  or  brands  the  peafants  throng  from  far. 

And  every  fudden  weapon,  to  the  war. 

Tyrrhcus,  who  clove  a  tree  with  many  a  ftroke. 

Left  the  huge  wedge  witliin  tlie  gaping  oak  ;  635 

Then  feiz'd  the  pond'rous  axe  with  loud  alarms. 

And  call'd  the  ruftlcs  all  around  to  arms. 

Mean  time  the  Fnry  from  her  ftand  defcries 

The  growing  d'.fcord  every  moment  rife  ; 

Afcends  the  roof,  and,  from  the  lofty  height,         640 

Calls  in  the  boift'rous  peafants  to  the  fight : 

With  her  full  force  her  mighty  horn  fhe  winds  ; 

Th'  infernal  flrain  alarms  the  gath'ring  hinds. 

The  dreadful  fummons  the  deep  forefls  took  ; 

The  woods  all  thunder'd,  and  the  mountains  (hook.  645 

The  lake  of  Trivia  heard  the  note  profound, 

T'he  \'^eline  fountains  trembled  at  the  found. 

The 
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The  thick  fulphureous  Hoods  of  hoary  Nar 

Shook  at  the  blaft  that  blew  the  flames  of  war  : 

Pale  at  the  piercing  call,  the  mothers  prell  650 

With  ihrieks  their  ftarting  infants  to  the  breaft. 

Tiius  the  mad  ruftics  caught  the  dire  alarms. 

And  at  the  horrid  fignal  flew  to  arms. 

Nor  lefs,  in  fuccour  of  the  princely  boy. 

Pour  forth  to  battle  all  the  troops  of  Troy  :  655 

Club3,  ftaves  and  brands,  at  firft  the  fight  maintain ; 

But  now  embody'd  armies  fpread  the  plain. 

And  deadly  fwords  and  fliining  bucklers  wield  ; 

And  groves  of  fpears  gleam  dreadful  o'er  the  field. 

On  brazen  arms  the  fun  refulgent  plays,  660 

And  to  the  fkies  the  fiery  helmets  blaze. 

So  when  the  wind  has  fcirr'd  the  gentle  feas. 

The  wa\-es  juH  fwell,  and  whiten  by  degrees  ; 

Till  all  the  heaving  wat'ry  worlds  arife. 

In  one  vafl  burft  of  thunder  to  tlie  fkies.  665 

Firft  Almon,  Tyrrheus'  eldell  hope,  was  flain. 
Fierce  as  he  fought,  the  foremofl:  on  the  plain. 
Beneath  his  throat  the  aiTOW  found  its  way ; 
And  choak'd  in  blood,  the  beauteous  warrior  lay. 
Now  heaps  on  heaps  fall  thick  on  every  fide,  670 

And  in  the  cloud  of  fight  Galtfi^s  dy'd; 
Good  old  Galefus  I  while  with  earneft  care. 
He  labour'd  to  prevent  the  riling  v/ar : 
The  fage  for  jultice  bore  the  foremoft  place. 
Though  far  the  wealthieil  of  the  Latlan  race  :         675 
Five  flocks,  five  bellowing  droves,  his  paflures  held. 
And  with  a  hundred  teams  he  tiirn'J  the  fpacious  field. 
L  4  Thus„ 
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Thus,  while  on  either  fide,  the  martial  train 
With  mutual  flauglitcr  bath'd  the  purple  plain  : 
When  the  Hern  Fury,  from  her  promife  freed,        680 
Beheld  with  joy  tlie  groxving  battle  bleed ; 
She  leax'es  th'  Helperian  {hores,  {he  mounts  the  fkies. 
And  in  proud  triumph  thus  to  Juno  cries ; 

Behold  my  piomife,  mighty  queen  1  made  good  ; 
The  Trojan  fA'ord  has  drawn  the  Latian  blood.       685 
War,  bouiidlefs  war,  runs  raging  round  the  plain ; 
Nor  can  yourfelf  command  the  peace  again  ; 
Speak  but  you  \vi;l,  I'll  fpread  tlie  dire  ahirm. 
And  bid  the  bord'ring  towns  and  countries  :.rm. 
Both  fides  to  aid,  the  nations  Ihall  repair ;  69c  ■\ 

Wide  round,  the  rifmg  difcord  will  I  bear,  C 

And  roufe  in  every  breaft  the  furies  of  the  war.  3 

Enough,  replies  the  queen,  enough  is  done. 
The  war  ftands  fixt ;  the  flaugiiters  are  begun. 
They  fly  to  war ;  their  arms  with  blood  dillain  :       695 
Death,  Rage,  and  Terror  range  the  purple  plain. 
Such  are  tlie  nuptial  rice;;,  that  wc  prepare 
For  Latium's  king,  and  Venus'  worthy  heir  ! 
But  go     this  moment  leave  the  realms  above ; 
Go — nor  offend  the  facrcd  eyes  of  Jove.  700 

To  thy  unhaliow'd  feet  the  fire  denies 
Th'  ethereal  wa'.ks,  and  freedom  of  the  fkies. 
Retire  to  hcH  !  if  aught  remains  undone, 
Ourfelf  (hall  finifh  what  thy  toils  begun. 

Sv/ift  as  the  goddefs  fpoke,  the  fury  fprings         705 
■^ith  rapid  fpeed,  and  fprcads  her  dufky  wings; 

Her 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK    VII     153 

Her  ferpents  hifling  all  around,  Ihe  flies 

To  hell's  dark  realms,  impetuous,  from  the  fkies. 

Amid  fair  Italy,  renovvn'd  by  fame. 
Lies  a  deep  vde,  Amfandlus  is  the  name.  710 

Her  gloomy  fides  are  fliaded  v>'ith  a  grove ; 
And  a  huge  rr.nge  of  mountairs  tow'rs  above ; 
Fierce  through  the  dullcy  vale  the  torrents  pour. 
And  o'er  the  rattling  Jloncs  the  whirlpools  roar. 
There  the  black  jaws  of  hell  are  open'd  wide ;        715 
There  rolls  dire  Acheron  his  fiery  tide ; 
There  lies  the  dark  infernal  cave,  and  there 

Grim  Pluto  breatlies  the  foft  ethereal  a'lr. 

DoHTi  through  this  dreadfal  opening,  from  on  high. 

The  fiend  plung'd  headlong,  and  reiiev'd  the  fky.    720 

Mean  time  the  queen  of  heav'n  exerts  her  care. 
With  her  lafl  hand  to  crown  the  growing  war. 

In  one  vaft  tide  the  loud  tumultuous  fwains 

Pour  to  the  city,  and  defert  the  plains. 

Young  Almon's  corfe  they  bear  ia  open  fight,         725 

And  old  Galefus  flaughter'd  i;i  the  fight; 

Implore  the  gods  with  vows,  and  beg  in  vaia 

The  hoary  monarch  to  revenge  the  (lain. 

Vv^hile  the  fierce  Daunian  lords  complaints  confpire. 

To  fpread  the  gath'ring  fears  of  f.vord  and  fire.       730 

Turnus,  he  cries,  is  banifh'd  with  difgrace. 

And  wrong'd  in  favour  of  a  foreign  race. 

The  king  prefers  a  Trojan  for  his  fon ; 

A  Trojan  prince  already  fills  the  throne ! 

Thofe  too,  v/hofe  mothers  by  the  queen  were  led,  735 

When,  fir'd  by  Bacchus,  to  the  v/oods  fhe  fled, 

(Such 
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(Such  was  her  intereft  in  the  realm)  declare 

JFor  open  arms,  and  breathe  revenge  and  war. 

War  is  the  fatal  univerfal  cry, 

Againft  all  omens  of  the  angry  /ky!— -  740 

Furious  they  crowd  their  fovereign's  regal  door. 

And,  madding,  round  the  rich  pavilions  roar; 

Befiege  their  king,  as  waves  a  rock,  in  vain. 

Some  mighty  rock,  amidll:  the  rolling  main  ; 

That  hears  unmov'd  the  founding  tempefts  blov/,     745 

That  fees  the  furious  furges  foam  below ; 

And  o'er  the  deeps,  majelt'c  to  the  fight, 

Stands  fixt,  and  glories  in  its  matchlefs  height. 

Proud  of  its  bulk ;  while  ftorms  and  working  tides 

Fly,  dafli  and  break  againil:  the  tow'ring  fides  I       750 

When  long  the  priTfcc  had  labour'd  to  retain 
The  rifmg  m.adnefs  of  their  fouls  in  vain» 
And  faw  the  crowd  no  counfe!  would  ob?y. 
But  rufli'd  to  arms  as  Juno  led  the  way  ; 
The  mournful  fire  obtefls  the  gods  and  fkies;  75 j 

And  lo !  we  yield  to  fate,  the  monarch  cries. 
The  ftorm  impetuous  bears  us  down  the  flood--- 
But  heav'n,  hcav'n  claims  your  facrilcgious  blood  ! 
Thou  too,  rafli  Turnus,  fliaU  thy  part  fuftain. 
And  late,  too  late,  implore  the  gods  in  vain  !  760 

Safe  to  '>he  port  am  I  already  come. 
And  all  your  king  can  lofe,  is  but  a  tomb  I 
Then  penfive  he  retir'd,  and  left  to  fate 
The  reins  of  empire,  and  the  cares  of  flate. 

A  folemn  cuftom  in  Hffperia  reign'd,  765 

Which  long  the  potent  Alban,  lords  maintain'd. 

And; 
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And  Rome  ftill  holds,  when,  terrible  in  might. 

The  world's  great  emprefs  fends  her  fons  to  fight. 

Whether  the  chain  for  Dacia  they  prepare. 

Or  wage  th'  Hyrcanian,  or  Arabian  war,  770 

Or  their  victorious  arms  on  India  turn. 

And  fpread  her  eagles  to  the  rifmg  morn ; 

Or  urge  proud  Parthia's  long-expefted  doom. 

And  bring  in  pomp  our  ravilh'd  enfigns  home. — 

Two  mafTy  Tolid  gates  have  ever  flood,  77^ 

For  ages  facred  to  the  *  Thracian  god. 

Old,  double  Janus  guards  the  dreadful  doors; 

Grim  war  Vvithin,  his  mighty  captive,  roars. 

On  many  a  pond'rous  hinge  the  gates  are  hung; 

With  brazen  bars  impeneiiably  llrong.  780 

Soon  as  the  fathers  of  the  ftate  proclaim. 

The  fight  mufl:  vindicate  the  Roman  fame ; 

Strait,  at  their  high  decree,  the  confal,  drefl 

In  the  rich  facred  robe  and  Gabine  veft. 

While  the  loud  trumpets  found  a  martial  Urain,        785 

(In  pomp  attended  by  the  valiant  train,) 

Throws  wide  the  gates ;  and  through  the  nations  far 

Lets  loofe  the  boundlefs  furies  of  the  v.-ar. 

So  now  the  madding  Latian  crowds  implore 

Their  monarch,  to  unfold  the  facred  door.  790 

But  from  the  fatal  office  he  withdrew, 

Abhorr'd  the  province,  and  retir'd  fi-om  view. 

Then  heav'n's  dread  emprefs,  while  the  prince  dalay'd. 

Shot  down,  and  both  the  burfling  gates  difplay'd : 

5  Mars. 

The 
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The  bolts  fly  back,  with  every  brazen  bar;  795 

And,  like  a  ftorm,  broke  forth  th'  imprifon'd  war. 

Till  now  unmov'd  by  difcord  and  alarms, 
Aufonia  burns,  and  calls  her  fons  to  arms. 
Some  to  the  furious  figi^t  on  foot  proceed ; 
Some  vault  impetuous  on  the  bounding  fteed,  800 

Some  whet  the  blunted  pole-axe  for  the  field. 
Brighten  the  fpear  and  lonj-ncgledled  fliield ; 
With  tranfport  hear  the  trum.pet's  clangors  rife. 
And  view  the  banners  ftreaming  in  the  Ikies. 
Ardea,  proud  Tybur,  Cruftumerium's  pow'rs,        805 
Atina  ftrcng,  and  high  Antemn^'s  tov/'rs. 
Five  potent  citie?,  all  their  fons  employ. 
To  forge  new  arms  a^uinlt  the  troops  of  Troy. 
For  greaves  the  duftJe  filver  they  extend. 
And  for  the  fhield  the  pliant  fallow  bend  :  810 

The  gailtlefs  arms  the  rural  trade  affords, 
Scythesjploug'i-ilmrcsjhooks.are  ftreighten'd  intofwords. 
And  in  the  glowing  forges  they  rellore 
The  blunted  faulchions  which  their  fathers  wore. 
And  now  the  fprightly  trumpets  found  from  far ;     815 
Tl'iC  v.ord  flics  round;  the  fip;nal  of  the  war. 
Some  fnatcli  the  poliili'd  helm  v,iih  eager  fpeed  ; 
Some  to  the  yoke  compel  the  fnorti  g  fteed. 
Brace  on  the  golden  cuirafs,  feize  the  fhield; 
And,  with  the  glitt'ring  f.vord,  rudi  furious  to  the  field. 

Ye  mufes !  now  imlock  your  facred  fpring  ;         821 
Infpire  your  bard,  and  teach  him  hov  to  ii^g 
What  mighty  heroes  led  the  martial  train. 
And  what  cmbr^trku  arniico  fpread  tl^.e  plain : 

The 
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The  Latian  chiefsi  ye  goddefTes !  declare,  825 

And  the  dire  progreis  of  the  vvafteful  war ; 
Ydu  know,  and  can  record  tlie  pow'rs  who  came. 
Which  we  learn  only  from  die  voice  of  fame. 

A'lezentius  firlt,  who  fcorn'd  th'  immortal  pow'rs, 
Condutfts  his  armies  from  the  Tufcan  fhores.  830 

Him  follow'd  Laufus>  flufli'd  with  youthful  fire, 
A  fon,  whofe  fliining  virtues  might  require 
A  happier  throne,  and  far  a  better  fire  ! 
He  tam'd  the  fteed,  and  urg'd  the  generous  chace. 
And  none  but  Turnus  match'd  his  blooming  face:   835 
He  led  from  fair  Agylla  to  the  plain 
A  thoufand  warriors,  but  he  led  in  vain  ! 

Great  Aventinus,  great  Alcides'  fon. 
Wore  the  proud  trophy  that  his  father  won : 
A  hundred  ferpenf;  round  his  buckler  roll'd,  840 

And  Hydra  hifs'd  from  ill  h  r  heads,  in  gold. 
Frelh  wreaths  of  palm  his  lefty  chariot  crown'd. 
And  fierce  he  lalh'd  his  fiery  courfers  round. 
When  great  Alcides  from  G^ryon  fiain 
Return'd  triumphant  to  the  Latian  plain ;  845 

And  the  brave  vidlor,  fafe  in  tVfe  abodes, 
C6ol'd  his  Hefperian  herds  in  Tyber's  floods; 
He  won  in  fhades  the  beautro'js  Rhea's  grace. 
And  t/ii'-.  bold  hero  crown'd  hi.;  flrong  embrace. 
Born  in  mount  Aventine's  fequefter'd  weed;  850 

The  mortal  mother  m'ngling  vvith  the  god. 

His  valiint  troops  lonj^  Sabine  javelins  bear. 
And  arm'd  with  ileely  piles,  provcke  the  war. 

He 
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He  ftallc'd  before  his  hoft ;  and  wide  difpread, 

A  lion's  teeth  grinn'd  horrid  o'er  his  head:  85^ 

Then  fought  the  palace  in  tliis  llrange  attire^ 

And  look'd  as  ftern  and  dreadful  as  his  fire. 

From  Tibur,  Coras  and  Catillus  came, 
'Tibur,  the  town  that  took  their  brother's  name. 
Brave  youths  !  who  led  the  martial  Argive  train,    860 
And  rulh'd  the  foremoft  to  th'  embattled  plain. 
So  two  fierce  centaurs  of  the  cloud-born  race, 
Ru(h  furious  down  the  frozen  hills  of  Thrace ; 
The  groves  give  way,  the  crackling  woods  refound. 
And  trampled  forefts  fpread  their  ruins  wide  around.  865 

Next  mighty  Gaeculus  to  battle  flies. 
Who  bade  the  tow'rs  of  proud  Prxnefte  rife  : 
Found  on  the  hearth,  amid  the  glowing  fire ; 
The  nations  deem'd  great  Mulciber  his  fire. 
A  hoft  of  warriors  to  the  field  he  led,  870 

The  hardy  fwains  that  fair  Praenefte  bred. 
Or  Gabii  fent  where  Juno's  temple  rofe  ; 
The  troops  who  dwell  where  chilling  Anio  flows. 
With  thofe  who  drink  old  AmafenUi'  llream. 
Or  from  the  walls  of  rich  Anagnia  came.  875 

Not  all  with  arms  are  furniih'd  for  the  war. 
Nor  grafp  the  fuield,  nor  whirl  the  rapid  car. 
Bat  moft  from  flings  a  ftorm  of  bullets  throw. 
And  leaden  deaths  deilroy  the  dillant  foe. 
Some  in  their  hands  two  pointed  javelins  bore,        880 
And  fpoils  of  woh'es  for  glitt'ring  helmets  wore; 
The  left  foot  bare,  they  boldly  rufli  to  fight. 
But  a  tough  hide,  unfeafon'd,  fl^eaths  the  right. 

Next 
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Next  Neptune's  fon,  the  brave  Meffapus  came. 
Exempt  from  fteel,  and  facred  from  the  flame.       885 
To  long  neglefted  wars  he  fir'd  his  train. 
And  urg'd  his  troops  to  fhine  in  arms  again. 
From  the  Flavinian  and  Fefcennian  coaft 
At  his  command  advance  th'  embody'd  hoft  : 
With  the  Falifcan  band,  who  pared  juftice  boaft.890 
Thofe  who  on  high  Soradle's  tow'rs  reflde. 
Or  dwell  by  Ciminus'  expanded  tide. 
Or  o'er  the  rough  afpiring  mountain  rove. 
Or  haunt  divine  Feronia's  (hady  grove  : 
All  march,  embattled  in  array,  and  fing  895 

The  martial  glories  of  their  godlike  king. 
So  from  the  fiihy  floods,  a  fnowy  train 
Of  fvvans  embody'd  wing  th'  aerial  plain; 
Stretch  their  long  necks  o'er  Afius'  cryftal  fpring. 
And  tiie  refponfive  Ihores  and  echoing  waters  ring.  900 
Not  one,  who  heard  the  loud  conftis'd  alarms. 
Had  thought  this  noify  train  a  hoft  in  arms. 
But  fome  huge  cloud  of  clamorous  fowls,  who  fear 
Among  the  cliff's,  and  fceam  around  the  fhore. 

Lo  !  next  brave  Claufus  leads  his  troops  along  ;  905 
From  the  old  Sabine  race  the  warrior  fprung : 
With  a  vafl:  hoft,  a  fhot  himfelf,  he  came. 
The  firll  great  father  of  the  Claudian  name ; 
That  fpread  through  Latium,  when,  the  line  to  grace, 
Rome  (har'd  her  empire  with  the  Sabine  race.         91a 
The  ancient  Cures  march  at  hh  commands. 
And  a  large  force  from  Amiterraan  lands. 

With 
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With  thofe  who  dwell  where  full  Velinus  runs. 

Or  where  Nomentum  boalls  her  martial  ions. 

Or  eld  Erctum  ftretch'd  her  utmoll  bound,  915 

And  rich  Mutufca  fmiles,  with  olives  crown'd; 

Or  where  fteep  Tetrica's  rough  rocks  arifs. 

Or  proud  Severus  tow'rs  amid  the  fkies. 

Where,  with  fair  Foruli  Cafpcria  iVauds, 

And  clear  Rimella  floats  the  fruitful  lands,  920 

Where  gentle  Fabaris  ferenely  glides, 

Whofe  ftreams  augment  imperial  Tyber's  tides : 

Where,  near  cold  Nurila,  beauteous  Orta  Itood, 

And  mournfal  Allia  rolls  her  fatal  flood. 

Thick  fliines  with  moving  troops  the  blazing  plain,  925 

Thick,  as  the  billows  on  tiie  fliormy  main ; 

Thick  as  the  ripen'd  harvefcs  are  beheld. 

That  nod  and  vs'ave  aloi;g  the  golden  field. 

The  bucklers  ring,  the  clafhing  arms  refound; 

Beneath  their  footfteps  groans  the  trembling  giound.930 

Then  Agamemnon's  fon,  Kclefus  came. 
By  birth  a  foe  to  ail  the  Trojan  name ; 
He  yok'd  his  fiery  courfers  to  the  car. 
And  with  a  tlioufand  foldicrs  rufli'd  to  war. 
From  where  on  mountains  live  th'  Auruntian  line,   935 
Where  maflic  hills  produce  tlie  generous  vsine ; 
Warriors,  who  dwell  along  the  roaring  fea. 
Or  from  the  walls  of  Cales  took  their  way  : 
With  thofe  who  drink  \'uitiirnus'  flioaly  flood. 
The  rough  Saticulan  and  Glean  fl;ood.  940 

Short,  pointed  javelins,  fallen'd  by  a  flring. 
With  fatal  force  the  d^xt'rcu;  artills  fling; 

Licht 
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Light  fliields  of  feafon'd  hide  aloft  they  bear. 
And,  arm'd  with  bending  fvvords,  provoke  the  war. 
Nor  thou,  unfung,  brave  Oebalus !   fhalt  pafs,         945 
The  nymph  Sebethis'  fon,  of  Telo's  race. 
While  pleafing  Capraea  own'd  his  father's  fway> 
And  the  Teleboan  realms  his  nod  obey  ; 
The  fon,  far  more  ambitious,  ftretch'd  his  reign 
O'er  thofe  rich  towns,  where  Sarno  bathes  the  plain.  950 
Now  to  the  fight  he  leads  his  warlike  pow'rs 
From  ancient  Batulum,  and  Rufa's  tow'rs. 
From  where,  her  blooming  fruits  Abella  crown. 
And  old  Celenna  fpreads  her  fpacioils  down. 
Thefe,  like  the  rough  Teutonic  warriors,  threw      955 
Huge  fpears  with  barbs,  that  wing'd  with  flaughter  flew. 
Light  cafques  of  cork  around  their  heads  they  wore. 
And  brazen  fwords>  and  brazen  bucklers  bore* 

Thee  too,  bold  Ufens,  to  the  dire  alarms. 
Cold  Nurfia  fent  a  chief  renown'd  in  arms.  960 

Her  fierce  rough  fons  through  forells  bound  away. 
And  o'er  wild  mountains  chace  the  panting  prey. 
In  arms  the  natives  turn  the  frozen  foil. 
Make  war  a  fport,  and  fly  upon  the  fpoil. 

Umbro,  the  brave  Marrubian  priell,  was  there,  965 
Sent  by  the  Marfian  monarch  to  the  war. 
The  fmiling  olive  with  her  verdant  boughs 
Shades  his  bright  helmet,  and  adorns  his  brows. 
His  charms,  in  peace  the  furious  ferpent  keep. 
And  lull  th'  envenom'd  viper's  race  to  fleep ;  970 

His  healing  hand  allay'd  the  raging  pain ; 
And  at  his  touch  the  poifons  fled  agdn. 

Vol.  LIIL  M  But 
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But  yet  he  fail'd  to  cure,  with  all  his  art. 

The  wound  inflifted  by  the  Trojan  dart  I 

Nor  all  his  charms,  nor  potent  herbs  that  grow       975 

On  Marfian  mountains,  could  prevent  the  blow  ! 

For  thee,  wide  echoing  figh'd  th'  Angirian  woods  j 

For  thee,  in  murmurs  wept  thy  native  floods ! 

Next,  brave  Hippolytus  !  thy  beauteous  heir. 
The  lovely  Virbius  mingled  in  the  war.  980 

In  the  dark  woods  by  fair  Egeria  bred. 
His  troops  the  youth  from  old  Aricia  led : 
Where,  on  the  fhore,  Diana's  altar  ftood, 
(But  now  unftain'd  with  ofFer'd  human  blood;) 
For  when  Hippolytus,  as  records  tell,  985 

By  his  fierce  ftrp-dame's  arts  and  vengeance  fell, 
Chas'd  by  his  father's  curfes  to  the  fhore. 
The  haplefs  youth  the  ftartled  courfers  tore  ; 
By  ^fculapius'  fliill  and  Dian's  care 
The  chief  reviv'd  and  breath'd  ethereal  air.  990 

But  Jove  incens'd,  a  mortal  to  furvey. 
From  the  Tartarean  (hades  reftor'd  to  dav. 
Great  Phoebus'  fon,  the  godlike  artift,  huri'd, 
Transfixt  with  thunder,  to  the  nether  world  : 
But  Dicn  hid  the  youth  in  groves,  and  there  995 

Confign'd  her  darling  to  Egeria's  care. 
There,  in  the  forefts,  with  the  facred  dame 
He  paft  his  days,  and  Virbius  was  his  name. 
For  this,  th'  unhallow'd  fteed  mufl  ftill  remove 
From  Dian's  fane  and  confecrated  grove  :  1000 

Since  the  mad  horfes  llartled  as  they  Hew, 
And  ou  the  ground  iKeir  mangled  mailer  threw. 

Yet 
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Yet  his  brave  offspring  drove  the  thund'ring  car. 
And  lafh'd  his  fiery  courfers  to  the  war. 

Bold  Turnus  in  the  front,  fupremely  tall,  1005 

Sheath'd  in  refulgent  arms,  outfhines  them  all  j 
High  on  his  helm  a  triple  plume  was  rais'd. 
And  on  his  creft  the  dire  chimera  blaz'd  : 
From  her  wide  jaws  the  horrid  fiend  expires 
A  dreadful  length  of  fires  fucceeding  fires.  loio 

When  the  loud  voice  of  (laughter  rends  the  feies. 
And  the  full  horrors  of  the  battle  rife. 
She  glows,  fhe  lightens,  as  the  warrior  turns  ; 
She  flames  with  rage  ;  and  the  whole  monfter  bums. 
Chang'd  to  an  heifer  in  the  flowery  field,  1015 

The  beauteous  lo  charg'd  the  fliining  ftiield. 
Here  flood  her  *  guard  ;  and  there  her  f  father  roll'd 
His  fwelling  furges  through  the  figur'd  gold. 
A  cloud  of  foot  fucceeds ;  a  mighty  train, 
With  fpears,  and  fliields ;  and  armies  hide  the  plain.  1 020 
The  pow'rs  from  Argive  and  Auruntian  lands 
Mix'd  with  the  ancient  bold  Sicanian  bands. 
With  painted  fluelds  the  brave  Labici  came 
And  Sacran  forces  to  the  field  of  fame; 
With  thofe  who  till  Numicus'  fair  abodes,  1025 

Or  dwell  where  Tyber  views  his  riiing  woods  : 
Or  where  the  rough  Rutulians  turn  the  ground. 
And  the  fteep  hills  of  Circe  fl:retch  around : 
Where  fair  Feronia  boafts  her  fi:ately  grove. 
And  Anxur  glories  in  her  guardian  Jove:  1030 

•  Argus.  -f  Inachus,  a  river  god. 

M  2  Where 
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Where  ftands  the  Pontine  lake,  and  o'er  the  plain. 
Cold  Ufens'  ftream  fteals  gently  to  the  main, 

Lafl  with  her  martial  troops,  all  flieath'd  in  brafs, 
Camilla  came,  a  queen  of  Volfcian  race. 
Nor  were  the  web  or  loom  the  virgin's  care,         1035 
But  arms  and  courfers,  and  the  toils  of  war. 
She  led  the  rapid  race,  and  left  behind. 
The  flagging  floods,  and  pinions  of  the  wind : 
Lightly  (he  flies  along  the  level  plain. 
Nor  hurts  the  tender  grafs,  nor  bends  the  golden  grain  j 
Or  o'er  the  fwelling  furge  fufpended  fweeps,  1041 

And  fmoothly  flcims,  unbath'd,  along  the  deeps. 
From  the  difpeopled  towns  and  fields  repair 
Men,  matrons,  maids  and  youths,  to  view  the  fair : 
The  crowds  all  gaze  with  tranfport,  to  furvey       1045 
Loofe  in  the  winds,  her  purple  garments  play. 
Her  polifh'd  bow,  her  quiver's  gaudy  pride 
With  arrows  ftor'd,  and  glittering  at  her  fide : 
Her  fliiniiig  javelin,  wondering  they  behold. 
And  her  fair  treffes  bound  with  clafps  of  gold.      1050 
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ARGUMENT. 

The  war  being  now  begun,  both  the  generals  make  all 
pofiible  preparations.  Turnus  fends  to  Diomedes ; 
^neas  goes  in  perfon  to  beg  fuccours  from  Evander, 
and  the  Tufcans.  Evander  receives  him  kindly,  fur- 
niflies  him  with  men,  and  fends  his  fon  Pallas  with 
him.  Vulcan,  at  the  reqiicft  of  Venus,  makes  arms 
for  her  fon  ^neas,  and  draws  on  his  fhi<;ld  the  moft 
memorable  adlions  of  his  pofterity. 
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O  W  Turnus  rous'd  all  Latium  with  alarms 


To  mount  tlie  fiery  fleeds  and  fly  to  arms ; 
Fixt  on  Laurentum's  tow'rs,  fublime  in  air. 
His  ftandard  wav'd,  the  fignal  of  the  war  : 
And  the  loud  trumpets,  heard  from  far,  excite  5 

The  generous  youth,  and  call  them  to  the  fight. 
Confederate  pow'rs  confpire,  the  war  to  wage ; 
And  the  mad  nations  breathe  revenge  and  rage. 
Their  armies  Ufens  and  Meflapus  guide. 
With  proud  Mezentius  who  the  gods  defy'd.  10 

From  the  fufpended  plough  they  drag  the  fwains. 
And  for  the  war  difpeopled  all  the  plains. 
To  Arpi  next  fage  Venulus  they  fped 
To  beg  the  aid  of  royal  Diomed ; 
And  charge  the  hoary  envoy  to  inform  15 

The  martial  monarch  of  the  rifing  ftorm ; 
That  Troy's  proud  navy  rides  in  Tyber's  floods ; 
JEnea.s  here  has  fijct  his  vanquifh'd  gods  ; 
And  vaunts  himfelf  the  prince,  ordain'd  by  fate 
To  fway  the  fceptre  of  th'  Hefperian  Hate ;  20 

The  nations  own  his  caufe,  his  right  proclaim. 
And  Latium  echoes  with  his  growing  fame ; 

M  4  That 
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That  bed  himfelf  could  judge,  who  knew  the  foe. 
From  fuch  a  war  what  dread  efFeds  may  flow  ; 
What  15  his  m:ghty  aim,  his  proud  intent ;  ?5 

And,  fhould  he  conquer,  what  the  dire  event. 
Was  left  for  him  to  weigh ;  whofe  ftate  and  throne. 
And  fortunes,  flood  eudanger'd  Hke  their  own. 

All  this  the  Trojan  chief  beheld,  opprefl: 
With  cares  that  roll'd  tumultuous  in  his  breaft.  30 

A  thoufand  thoughts  his  wavering  foul  divide. 
That  turns  each  way,  and  points  to  every  fide. 
So  from  a  brazen  vafe  the  trembling  ftream 
Refleds  the  lunar,  or  the  folar  beam  : 
Swift  and  elufive  of  the  dazzled  eyes,  35 

From  wall  to  wall  the  dancing  glory  flies  : 
Thence  to  the  cieling  fhoot  the  glancing  rays. 
And  o'er  the  roof  the  quivering  fplendor  plays. 

'Twas  night — and,  weary  with  the  toils  of  day. 
In  foft  repofe  the  whole  creation  lay ;  40 

And  laft  the  Trojan  prince,  opprefl  with  care 
On  the  dire  profpefl  of  th'  approaching  war. 
Sunk,  and  in  balmy  flumbers  clos'd  his  eyes ; 
His  couch  the  bank ;  his  canopy  the  fkies. 
When,  flow-emerging  through  the  poplar  wood,      45 
Rofe  the  majeftic  father  of  the  flood, 
Tyber,  the  guardian  god,  in  open  view ; 
A  fea-g  een  mantle  round  his  ftioulders  flew  ; 
A  wreath  of  reeds  adorn'd  his  hoary  head. 
And,  to  relieve  his  forrows,  thus  he  faid  :  50 

O  long-expcdled  on  our  bleft  abodes. 
Great  chief,  the  true  defcendant  of  the  gods  ! 

Whofe 
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"Whofe  conduft  brings  thy  refcu'd  Troy  once  more 

To  rife  immortal  on  our  Latian  fhore ; 

Proceed,  and  conquer,  prince!  nor  yield  to  fear ;    55 

Here  lies  thy  fated  home,  thy  Ilion  here. 

Go  ! — meet  the  threat'ning  war ;  thy  cares  are  vain. 

The  gods  relent,  and  heav'n  grows  mild  again. 

Nor  think,  an  airy  vifion  of  the  night, 

A  tranfient  empty  dream  deludes  thy  fight.  60 

Soon  thou  fnalt  view,  beneath  an  oak  reclin'd, 

A  large  white  mother  of  the  briftly  kind. 

With  her  white  numerous  brood  of  thirty  young. 

Who  drain  her  udders  as  fhe  lies  along. 

There,  there,  thy  town,  great  hero,  fhall  afcend,    65 

There  all  thy  labours,  aU  thy  woes  fhall  end. 

Heav'n,  by  this  fign,  ordains  thy  royal  fon. 

When  thirty  years  in  full  fucceflion  run. 

Shall  build  a  city  of  diiHnguiOi'd  fame. 

Which  from  this  omen  (hall  derive  her  nam^e.  yq 

But  to  fucceed,  purfue  what  I  advife  ; 

Go,  make  th'  Arcadian  tribes  thy  firm  allies. 

The  race,  that  own'd  of  old  great  Pallas'  fway. 

Hither  beneath  Evander  bent  their  way  ; 

Then  rais'd  their  walls  on  the  tall  mountain's  crown  ;  75 

And  Pallas'  name  adorn'd  the  rifing  town. 

But  foon  the  Latian  race  in  arms  appear ; 

And  with  the  ftrangers  wage  a  dreadful  war. 

Go,  join  their  forces,  and  their  aid  implore. 

And  fear  the  gath'ring  hoftile  train  no  more.  80 

Rife,  fon  of  Venus,  rife,  employ  thy  oars  ; 

Our  felf  will  guide  thee  to  the  friendly  Ihores. 

SoOA 
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Soon  as  the  day  (hall  dawn,  thy  gifts  prepare. 

And  vanquifh  heav'n's  revengeful  queen  with  pray'r. 

Crown'd  witli  fuccels,  and  all  thy  foes  o'er-aw'd,  85 

Difcharge  to  me  the  honours  of  a  god. 

To  me  the  fire  of  this  immortal  flood  : 

For  know,  old  Tyber  {lands  before  thine  eyes, 

Ador"d  on  earth,  and  reverenc'd  in  the  fldes. 

I  lead,  in  peacf^ful  pomp,  my  humid  train  90 

Along  thefe  banks,  and  bathe  the  fruitful  plain  : 

And  on  our  fides  a  city  (hall  be  feen  ; 

Our  glorious  feat ;  the  world's  majcftic  queen  ! 

The  god  then  plung'd  beneath  his  oozy  bed ; 
And  with  the  night  the  hero's  llumber  fled.  95 

He  rofe,  and  ftrait  hi:,  joyful  eyes  fiurvey 
The  purple  Iplendors  of  the  dawning  day  ; 
Then  water  in  his  palm  devoutly  took, 
Rals'd  to  the  fkies,  and  thus  with  trmfport  fpoke : 

Ye  nymphs,  Laurentian  nymphs !  from  whofe  fupplies 
And  watery  ftores  the  fuelling  rivers  rife  ;  10 1 

And  thou,  old  Tyber  !  my  propitious  guide. 
Receive  JEneas  on  thy  facred  tide  ; 
From  every  ill  defend  him,  as  he  goes. 
And  look  with  pity  on  his  endlefs  woes.  105 

Then  from  whatever  foarce  thy  ftreams  furvey 
The  golden  light,  and  murmuring  fpring  to  day; 
O  thou,  the  greateft  of  the  wat'ry  gcds, 
Majeflic  princ-  of  all  ih'  Hcfperlan  floods  ! 
Still  to  thy  name  doe  honours  will  I  pay»  1  lO 

And  gifts  unceafmg  on  thy  altars  lay. 


VIRGIL'S    ^NEID.    BOOK  VIII.     i7t 

But  oh  !  be  prefent  with  thy  aid  divine, 
Difplay,  and  then  confirm  the  promis'd  fign. 

He  faid,  then  arm'd  his  Trojans,  and  fupply'd 
Two  barks  with  oars,  to  ftem  the  yellow  tide.         115 
When  lo  !  the  promis'd  omen  was  difplay'd ; 
The  large  white  dam  lay  ftretch'd  along  the  fliade. 
With  all  her  fnowy  young,  in  open  view ; 
Whom,  with  her  brood,  the  prince  to  Juno  flew. 
Now  while  the  Ihips  with  equal  ft'okes  they  row'd,  129 
All  night  old  Tyber  calm'd  his  fweUing  flood. 
The  numbering  flreams  no  mingling  murmurs  make. 
Smooth,  as  the  glaffy  level  of  the  lake. 
With  joyful  (houts  the  fable  gallies  glide, 
Eafv  and  light,  along  the  floating  tide.  1 25 

Surpris'd,  the  forefts  and  the  floods  beheld 
Bright  arms  and  veffels  on  the  wat'ry  field. 
All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  their  bufy  oars 
Along  tlie  mazes  of  the  winding  fhores. 
And  gently  move  beneath  the  v/aing  fcene  130 

01  groves,  that  paint  the  checquer'd  floods  with  green. 

Now  had  the  fun's  bright  courfers  whirl'd  on  high 
His  fiery  chariot  to  the  mid-day  fky : 
When  lo  1  the  diftant  tow'rs  the  train  defcries  ; 
And  walls  and  intermingled  houfes  rife  ;  135 

Evander's  homely  fl:ate — where  now  appears 
Immortal  Rome,  advanc'd  above  the  ftars  i 
Thither  they  turn  the  prow  without  delay. 
And  to  the  city  bend  their  eager  way. 

Before  the  town,  within  the  gloomy  woods,         14.0 
To  great  Alddes  and  the  favouring  gods. 

It 
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It  chanc'd,  that  day,  th'  Arcadian  monarch  paid 

A  folemn  oiFering  in  the  fecret  Ihade. 

Pallas  his  fon,  the  rural  fenate  round. 

And  the  chief  youths  the  flaming  altars  crown'd :     145 

With  fuming  incenfe  in  their  hands  they  flood. 

And  the  red  pavement  blufh'd  with  facred  blood. 

Soon  as  they  faw  the  Ihips  in  filence  move. 
And  fhine  bL'tvveen  the  openings  of  the  grove  ; 
A  fudd:n  dread  ftrikes  cold  through  every  breaft  ;   150 
They  ftart,  they  rife,  and  leave  th'  unfinifh'd  feall. 
But  Pallas  bids  the  guells  the  rite  purfue. 
Then  fnatch'd  a  javelin,  and  impetuous  flew — 
Refolve  me,  ftranger,  (from  a  point  he  calls) 
Who,  whence  you  are,  and  why  approach  our  walls  .'155 
What  urg'd  your  voyage  to  thefe  ftiores,  declare  ? 
Speak,  fpeak  your  bufinefs — bring  you  peace  or  war  ? 

High  on  the  Hern  the  Trojan  hero  ftands. 
And  held  a  branch  of  olive  in  his  hands. 
Behold,  he  cries,  the  far-fam'd  fons  of  Troy;         160 
Thefe  fwords  againft  the  Latians  we  employ ; 
The  perjur'd  Latians;  whofe  unjuft  alarms 
Force  us  to  fly  to  great  Evander's  arms. 
Go,  tell  your  king,  the  Dardan  chiefs  appear. 
And  beg  his  potent  fuccour  in  the  war.  165 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  approach,  he  cries  with  joy, 
(All  fir'd  to  hear  the  glorious  name  of  Troy;) 
To  my  great  father  be  thy  fuit  addrell. 
And  grace  our  manfions  as  a  friend  and  guefl:. 
With  that  he  gave  the  Dardan  prince  his  hand,        170 
And  kd  the  godlike  hero  from  the  ilrand : 

Then 
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Then  to  the  facred  grove  their  way  they  took ; 
And  thus  the  Trojan  to  the  monarch  fpoke : 

Bell  of  the  Greeks  !  to  whom  devoid  of  fear, 
Conftrain'd  by  fate,  thefe  types  of  peace  I  bear.      17^ 
Though  from  Arcadia's  holHle  bounds  you  came, 
Ally'd  to  both  the  kings  of  Atreus'  name. 
Yet  hither  did  thy  fame  my  fteps  incline. 
My  own  fixt  choice,  heav'n's  oracles  divine ; 
And  the  mixt  glories  of  our  kindred  line.  1 80 

For  know  we  both  from  mighty  Atlas  trace. 
Who  props  th'  ethereal  fpheres,  our  ancient  race. 
Our  father  Dardanus,  a  glorious  name. 
From  his  fam'd  daughter,  fair  Eleclra,  came. 
His  beauteous  Maia,  on  Cyllene's  height,  18^ 

Difclos'd  your  fire,  great  Mercury,  to  light. 
Thus  from  that  common  fource  divided  run 
Our  facred  lines,  as  firft  they  met  in  one. 
Rais'd  by  thefe  hopes  all  caution  I  difown. 
And  fent  no  envoys  to  addrefs  thy  throne,  190 

But  came  unguarded,  fearlefs,  and  alone. 
Our  Daunian  foes,  with  equal  rage,  deftroy 
Your  fafF'ring  fubjefts  and  t!ie  fons  of  Troy ; 
And  hope,  if  they  expel  the  Dardan  train. 
From  fea  to  fea  to  propagate  their  reign.  1 95 

Then  in  a  league  let  either  nation  join. 
For  know,  our  Trojans  are  a  martial  line. 
Valiant  and  bold,  and  feafon'd  to  alarms. 
True  to  their  leagues,  and  exercis'd  in  arms  ! 

Thus  he— the  monarch  roU'd  his  eager  eyes         200 
O'er  his  raajeflic  form,  and  thus  replies : 

On 
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On  all  thy  features  how  I  dwell  with  joy : 
Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  glorious  prince  of  Troy ! 
How  in  thy  face,  my  ancient  friend  I  fee  ! 
Anchifes  looks,  and  lives,  and  fpeaks  in  thee  !        205 
Well  I  recall  great  Priam's  ftately  port. 
Whence  once  he  fought  his  *  royal  filler's  court 
On  Salaminian  Ihores,  with  all  his  train  j 
And  took  his  way  through  our  Arcadian  plain. 
Then,  but  a  youth,  1  gaz'dthe  Grangers  o'er,        2 10 
And  much  admir'd  the  chiefs,  their  monarch  more ; 
Bat  moft  Anchifes ;  for,  fapremely  tall. 
Thy  graceful  godlike  fire  outftiin'd  them  all. 
Eager  I  long'd  in  friendfhip's  facred  bands 
To  hold  the  chief,  and  join  our  plighted  hands,      215 
Led  him  to  Pheneus'  ancient  walls,  carell 
Th'  illuflrious  prince,  and  claim'd  him  for  my  gueft. 
On  me,  at  parting,  generous  he  beftow'd 
Two  golden  bridles,  that  refulgent  glow'd, 
(A  glorious  prefent  by  my  fon  pofTeft,)  220 

With  a  rich  quiver  and  embroider'd  veil. 
The  peace  you  aflc,  we  give  ;  our  friendfhip  plight. 
And,  foon  as  morn  reveals  the  purple  light. 
With  our  confederate  troops,  a  martial  train. 
Safe  I'll  difmifs  thee  from  thefe  walls  again.  225 

Now,  fnice  as  friends  you  honour  our  abode, 
Afllft,  and  pay  due  offerings  to  the  god. 
With  us  purfue  the  folemn  annual  feafts. 
And  from  tl\is  hour  commence  our  conitant  guefts. 

•  Hefione. 

He 
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He  faid ;  the  bowls  replac'd  in  open  view,  230 

The  joyful  train  the  holy  rites  renew ; 
The  hoary  king  difpos'd  his  guefts  aroand. 
And  plac'd  the  T.ojans  on  the  verdant  ground. 
But  for  their  prince  an  ample  couch  was  ipread  ; 
A  lion's  fpoils  adorn'd  the  rural  bed.  235 

Now  brought  the  chofjn  youths  and  priefts  again 
The  facred  banquet  to  the  ftranger  train ; 
Difpens'd  from  canifters  the  bread  around. 
And  with  the  foaming  wine  the  goblets  crown'd : 
The  Dardan  prince  and  every  Trojan  gueft,  240 

Reclin'd  at  eafe,  partake  the  folemn  feaft. 
But  when  the  rage  of  craving  hunger  fled. 
Thus  to  the  chief  the  hoary  monarch  faid  : 

'Tis  not  for  nought  we  pay  thefe  rites  divine 
To  great  Alcides'  ever-honour'd  flirine  ;  245 

Our  worfhip  fprings  from  gratitude  fmcere. 
Not  heady  zeal,  nor  fuperftitious  fear ; 
Nor  are  our  tribes  by  blind  devotion  aw'd ; 
But,  fav'd  by  Hercules,  adore  the  god. 
For  lo  !  in  air  yon  hanging  rock  behold  !  250 

See  heaps  on  heaps,  on  ruins  ruins  roll'd ! 
See  yon  huge  cavern,  yawning-wide  around  ! 
Where  ftill  the  fliatter'd  mountain  fpreads  the  ground. 
That  fpacioas  hold,  grim  Cacus  once  poflell. 
Tremendous  fiend  1   haif  human,  halfabeail!  255 

Deep,  deep  as  hell,  the  difmal  dungeon  lay. 
Dark  and  impervious  to  the  beams  of  day. 
With  copious  flanghter  fmok'd  the  purple  floor;         "% 
Pale  heads  iiung  horrid  on  the  lofty  door,  C 

Dreadful  to  view  1  and  dropp'd  with  crimfon  gore. 260  3 

The 
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The  fiend  from  Vulcan  fprung;  and,  like  his  fire, 
The  mighty  monfler  breath'd  a  ftorm  of  fire. 
So  fierce  he  rag'd ;  till  time  at  length  beftow'd 
The  prefence,  aid,  and  vengeance  of  a  god. 
For  now  Alcides  left  the  realms  of  Spain,  265 

Proud  of  the  fpoils  of  huge  Geryon  flain. 
To  thefe  fair  fhores  the  bellov^ang  droves  he  led ; 
Along  the  banks  and  flow'ry  vales  they  fed. 
The  fiend  refolves  to  bear  the  prize  away 
By  fraud  or  force  ;  and  meditates  the  prey.  270 

Four  beauteous  heifers,  four  fair  bulls  he  took, 
Inclos'd  and  lodg'd  them  in  the  gloomy  rock ; 
But  by  their  tails  the  llruggling  prey  he  drew. 
And  thought  to  puzzle  the  deluded  view. 
The  turning  tracks,  inverted,  where  they  tread,     275 
Back  from  the  monger's  darkfome  cavern  led. 
Mean  time  the  mighty  drove  the  hero  leads 
To  frefher  paftures,  and  untrampled  meads. 
The  parting  herds  fpread  wide,  and  roar  around ; 
Fields,  woods  and  hills,  rebellow  to  the  found.       280 
When  lo  !  a  heifer  heard  her  love  complain. 
And  roar'd  refponfive  from  the  cave  again;- 
From  vault  to  vault  the  found  in  thunder  flew. 
And  the  detedled  fraud  appear'd  in  view. 
Alcides  feiz'd  his  arms,  inflam'd  with  ire,  285 

Rage  in  his  looks,  and  all  his  foul  on  fire ; 
Fierce  in  his  hands  the  pon'drous  club  he  fliook. 
And,  mad  for  vengeance,  mounts  th'  aerial  rock. 
Then,  firll  appall 'd,  the  monfter  we  defcry. 
Death  in  his  cheek,  and  horror  in  his  eye.  290 

Swift 
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Swift  as  the  vvind>  with  terror  wing'd,  he  fled. 
And  in  the  gloomy  cavern  plung'd  his  head. 
The  pond'rous  rock,  impenetrably  llrong. 
On  fohd  hinges  by  his  father  hung, 
To  guard  the  dreadful  dungeon,  down  he  drew:     295 
The  fliatter'd  chains  and  burfting  barriers  flew. 
Scarce  had  the  fiend  let  down  th'  enormous  weight. 
When  fierce  the  god  came  thund'dng  to  the  gate. 
He  gnafli'd  his  teeth  with  rage,  the  pafl"es  try'd, 
And  roll'd  his  eager  eyes  on  every  fide ;  300 

Now  here,  now  there,  a  fiery  glance  he  threw, 
And  thrice,  impetuous,  round  the  mountain  flew; 
Thrice  ftrove  to  llorm  the  mafly  gates  in  vain ; 
And  thrice,  o'erfpentj  fat  panting  on  the  plain. 

A  pointed  rock  behind  the  cavern  fi:cod,  305 

That  to  the  left  frown'd  dreadful  o'er  the  flood. 
Black,  rough,  andvafl;;  a  pile  of  wond'rous  height, 
A  folemn  haunt  for  every  bird  of  night. 
This,  from  the  right,  the  god  incumbent  fliook ; 
Fierce  from  the  folid  bafe  he  heav'd  the  rock.  3  10 

Then  pulh'd  convuluve  with  a  frightful  peal. 
The  fmoking  fl;eep  rolls  thund'ring  down  the  vale. 
To  the  loud  din,  earth,  air  and  heav'n  reply ; 
The  banks  ftart  wide ;  and  back  the  furges  fly. 
Expos'd  to  fight  the  monflier's  dungeon  lay,  3  i  ^ 

And  the  huge  cave  flew  open  to  the  day. 
So,  if  the  bolts  of  Jove  ftiould  burfl  the  ground, 
And  opening  earth  difclofe  the  vail  profound. 
The  folemn  fecrets  of  the  dark  abodes. 
Hell's  dreadful  regions,  dreadful  ey'n  to  godsj        320 

Vol.  LIIl.  N  Full 
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Full  on  the  black  abyfs  the  beams  would  play# 
And  the  pale  gholls  ftart  at  the  flafli  of  day  : 
As  pale  (his  dungeon  llorm'd)  with  wild  affright. 
Glares  the  dire  fiend,  furpris'd  in  open  light. 
He  roars  aloud,  while  thund'ring  from  above,         325 
Full  on  the  foe  the  furious  hero  drove. 
With  every  vengeful  inltrumont  in  view. 
Whole  trunks  of  trees  and  broken  rocks  he  threw. 
Now  round  the  cavern,  in  defpair  of  flight, 
Th'  enormous  monller  breathes  a  fudden  night ;      331 
To  blind  or  blall  his  mighty  foe,  expires 
Thick  clouds  of  fmoke,  and  all  his  father's  tires. 
With  that  the  vengeful  god  in  fury  grew. 
And  headlong  through  the  burning  tempell  flew. 
Fierce  on  the  fiend,  througli  llifling  fumes  became,  335 
Through  itreams  of  fmoke  and  deluges  of  flame  ; 
There,  while  in  vain  he  breath'd  the  fires  around. 
His  trembling  prize  the  great  Alcides  found ; 
Limb  lock'd  in  hmb,  from  earth  \\U  feet  he  rends. 
And  on  the  ground  his  monilrous  bulk  extends ;      340 
Strangled  the  llruggling  foe  with  matchlefs  might. 
And  from  their  caverns  tore  the  balls  of  fight. 
Thus  the  huge  fiend,  exhaulled,  breathlefs,  tir'd. 
Loud  bellowing,  in  th'  Herculean  grafp  expir'd. 
The  god  then  burlt  the  gates ;  and  open  lie  345 

The  den's  vaft  depths,  all  naked  to  the  Iky. 
Th'  expanded  caves  difmifb  th'  imprifcn'd  prey. 
From  the  black  darkfome  dungeon  to  the  day. 
Forth  by  the  feet  the  crowds  the  monller  drew ; 
On  his  huge  fi/.c  they  feaft  their  eager  view;  350 

His 
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His  fhaggy  limbs,  his  dreadful  eyes  admire, 
And  gaping  throat,  that  breath'd  infernal  fire. 

From  that  blell  hour  t!i'  Arcadian  tribes  beftow'd 
Tliefe  folemn  honours  on  their  guardian  god. 
Potitius  firrt,  his  gratitude  to  prove,  355 

Ador'd  Alcides  in  the  fhady  grove  ; 
And,  with  the  old  Pinarian  facred  line> 
Thefe  altars  rais'd,  and  paid  the  rites  divine* 
Rites,  which  our  fons  for  ever  fhall  maintain  ; 
And  ever  facred  ihall  the  grove  remain.  360 

Come  then,  with  us  to  great  Alcides  pray> 
And  crown  your  head':,  and  folemnize  the  day. 
Invoke  our  common  god  with  hymns  divine. 
And  from  the  goblet  pour  the  generous  wine. 
He  faid,  and  witti  the  poplar's  facred  boughs,  365 

Like  great  Alcides,  binds  his  hoary  brows  ; 
Rais'd  the  crown'd  goblet  high,  in  open  view  : 
With  him,  the  guefts  the  holy  rite  purfue. 
And  on  tlie  board  the  rich  libation  threw. 

Now  from  before  the  rifmg  (hades  of  night,  37* 

RoU'd  down  the  fteep  of  heav'n,  the  beamy  light. 
Clad  in  the  fleecy  fpoiis  of  Iheep,  proceed 
The  holy  priefts ;  Potitius  at  their  head. 
With  flaming  brands  and  offerings,  march  the  train. 
And  bid  the  hailow'd  altars  blaze  again  ;  375 

With  care  the  copious  viands  they  difpofe ; 
And  for  their  guefts  a  fecond  banquet  rofe. 
The  fires  curl  high ;  the  Salii  dance  around 
To  facred  flrains,  with  fnady  poplars  crown'd. 

N  2  The 
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The  quires  of  old  and  young,  in  lofty  lays,  380 

Refound  great  Hercules'  immortal  praife. 

How  firrt,  his  infant  hands  the  fnakes  o'crthrew. 

That  Juno  fent ;  and  the  dire  monfters  flew. 

What  mighty  cities  next  his  arms  deftroy, 

Th'  Oechalian  walls,  and  ftately  tow'rs  of  Troy.    385 

The  thoufand  labours  of  the  hero's  hands, 

Enjoin'd  by  proud  Euryftheus'  ftern  commands. 

And  Jove's  revengeful  queen.     Thy  matchlefs  might 

O'ercame  the  cloud-born  Centaurs  in  the  fight ; 

Hylasus,  Pholus  funk  beneath  thy  feet,  390 

And  the  grim  bull,  whofe  rage  difpeopled  Crete. 

Beneath  thy  arm  the  Nemean  monfter  fell ; 

Thy  arm  with  terror  fiU'd  the  realms  of  hell ; 

Ev'n  hell's  grim  porter  fhook  with  dire  difmay. 

Shrunk  back,  and  trembled  o'er  his  mangled  prey.  395 

No  flinpes  of  danger  could  thy  foul  affright ; 

Nor  huge  TyphcEus,  towering  to  the  fight, 

Nor  Lerna's  fiend  thy  courage  could  confound. 

With  all  her  hundred  heads,  that  hifs'd  around. 

Hail  mighty  chief,  advanc'd  to  heaven's  abodes !    400 

Hail  fon  of  Jove  ;  a  god  among  the  gods ! 

Be  prefent  to  the  vows  tliy  fuppliaats  pay. 

And  with  a  fmile  thefe  grateful  rites  furvey. 

Thus  they — but  Cacus'  cavern  crowns  the  drain* 

"Where  the  grim  monfter  breath'd  his  flames  in  vain. 

To  the  glad  fong,  the  vales,  the  woods  rebound,    406 

The  lofty  hills  reply,  and  echo  to  the  found. 

The  facred  rites  complete,  the  numerous  train 
Back  to  tlie  city  bend  their  courfe  again. 

Trembling 
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Trembling  with  age,  flow  moves  the  monarch  on,  410 

Betvveen  the  hero  and  his  blooming  fon. 

They  pafs  with  pleafure  the  remains  of  day 

In  various  converfe,  that  beguiles  the  way. 

Around  th'  illuftrious  ft-anger  darts  his  fight. 

And  views  each  place  with  wonder  and  delight :      415 

Curious  each  ancient  m.onument  furveys. 

And  afks  of  every  work  of  ancient  days. 

Half  funk  in  ruins,  and  by  age  o'ercome — 

When  thus,  the  founder  of  majeftic  Rome  : 

Know,  miglity  prince,  thefe  venerable  woods,     420 
Of  old,  were  haunted  by  the  filvan  gods. 
And  favage  tribes,  a  rugged  race  who  took 
Their  birth  primeval  from  the  ftubborn  oak. 
No  laws,  no  manners  form'd  the  barbarous  race : 
But  wild,  the  natives  rov'd  from  place  to  place;      425 
Untaught  and  rough,  improvident  of  gain. 
They  heap'd  no  wealth,  nor  turn'd  the  fruitful  plain. 
Their  food,  the  favage  fruits  the  forefts  yield. 
Or  hunted  game,  the  fortune  of  the  field. 
Till  Saturn  ficd  before  victorious  Jove,  43^ 

Driv'n  down  and  banifli'd  from  the  realms  above. 
He  by  jull  laws  embcdy'd  all  the  train. 
Who  roam'd  the  hills,  and  drew  them  to  the  plain  j 
There  fixt ;  and  Latium  call'd  the  new  abode, 
Who{e  friendly  fhores  conceal'd  the  latent  god.       435 
Thefe  realms  in  peace  the  monarch  long  controll'd. 
And  blell  the  nations  with  an  age  of  gold. 
A  fecond  age  fucceeds,  but  darker  far, 
Dimim'd  by  the  lull  of  gain,  and  rage  of  war. 

N  3  Then 
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Then  the  Sicanians  and  Aufonians  came,  44(3 

And  Saturn's  realm  alternate  chang'd  her  name. 
Succelli^c  tyrants  rul'd  the  Laiian  plain; 
Then  ftern,  huge  Tybris  held  his  cruel  reign. 
The  mighty  Hood  that  bathes  tlie  fruitful  coalt, 
Receiv'd  his  name,  and  Albula  was  loll.  445 

I  came  the  laH,  through  Itorniv  oceans  driv'n 
Prom  my  own  kingdom  by  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
My  mother  goddefs  and  Apollo  bore 
My  courfe  at  length  to  this  aufpicious  fliore. 

This  faid,  the  prince  the  gate  and  altar  fliows,    450 
That  to  his  parent,  great  Carmenta,  rofe; 
Whofe  voice  foretold,  the  fons  of  Troy  Ihould  crown 
With  everlalling  fame  the  rifmg  town. 
Here,  Pan,  beneath  th.e  rocks  thy  temple  Hood ; 
There,  the  renown'd  afylum,  in  the  wood.  455 

Now  points  the  monarch,  where  by  vengeful  Heel, 
His  murder'd  gueft,  poor,  haplefs  Argus  fell ! 
Next,  to  the  Capitol  their  courfe  they  hold. 
Then  roof  d  with  reeds,  but  blazing  now  with  gold. 
Ev'n  then  her  aweful  fanftity  appear'd ;  46i» 

The  fwains  the  local  majefty  rever'd. 
Ail  pile  with  facred  horror,  they  furvey'd 
The  fo'emn  mountain  and  the  reverend  fliade. 
Some  god,  the  monarch  fajd,  fome  latent  god 
Dwells  in  that  gioom,  and  haunts  tj\e  frowning  wood. 465 
Oft  our  Arcadians  deem,  their  wondering  eyes 
Have  feen  great  Jove,  dread  fovereign  of  the  fl:ies ; 
High  o'er  their  heads,  the  god  liis  aegis  held, 
And  blacken'd  heaven  with  clouds,  and  fliook  th'  im- 
mortal ihield  ! 
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In  ruins  there,  two  mighty  towns,  behold,  470 

Rais'd  by  our  fires;  huge  monuments  of  old! 
Janus'  and  Saturn's  name  they  proudly  bore. 
Their  two  great  founders  !  —  but  are  now  no  more ! 

Thus  they  convcrll:  on  works  of  ancient  fame. 
Till  to  the  monarch's  humble  courts  they  came;      475 
There  oxen  ftalk'd,  where  palaces  are  rais'd. 
And  bellowing  herds  in  the  proud  Forum  graz'd. 
Lo  !  faid  the  good  old  king,  this  poor  abode 
Receiv'd  great  Hercules,  the  vidlor  god  ! 
'J'hou  too,  as  nobly,  raife  thy  foul  above  480 

All  pomps,  and  emulate  the  feed  of  Jove. 
'W"ith  that  the  hero's  hands  the  monarch  prell. 
And  to  the  manfion  led  his  godlike  gueft. 
Tliere  on  a  bear's  rough  fpoils  his  limbs  he  laid. 
And  fwelling  foliage  heapd  the  homely  bed.  485 

Now  aweful  night  her  folemn  darknefs  brings. 
And  ftretches  o'er  the  world  her  dufky  wings ; 
When  Venus,  (trembling  at  the  dire  alarms 
Of  holHIe  Latium,  and  her  fous  in  arms,) 
Jn  thofe  ftill  moments,  tlius  to  Vulcan  f  dd,  490 

Reclin'd  and  leaning  on  the  golden  bed ; 
(Her  thrilling  words  her  melting  confort  move. 
And  every  accent  fans  the  flames  of  love;) 

When  cruel  Greece  and  unreleniing  fate 
Confpir'd  to  link  in  dull:  the  Trojan  ftate,  495 

As  Ilion's  doom  was  feal'd,  I  ne'er  implor'd, 
In  thofe  long  v/ars,  the  labours  of  my  lord ; 
Nor  urg'd  m.y  dear,  dear  ccnfort  to  impart, 
for  a  loft  empire,  his  immortal  artj 

N  4  Though 
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Though  Priam's  royal  offspring  claim'd  my  care,     500 

Though  much  I  forrcw'd  for  my  godlike  heir. 

Now  as  the  cli'ef,  by  Jove's  fupreme  command. 

Has  reach'd  at  length  the  de!tin'd  Latian  la  id ; 

To  thee,  my  guardian  pow'r,  for  aid  1  run; 

A  goddcfs  begs ;  a  mother  for  her  fon.  505 

Oh  !  guard  the  hero  from  thcfe  dire  alarms. 

Forge,  for  the  chief,  impenetrable  arms. 

See,  what  proud  cities  every  hand  employ. 

To  arm  newholls  againft  the  fons  of  Troy ; 

On  me  and  all  my  people,  from  af.ir  510 

See  what  afllaililcd  nations  pour  to  war  ! 

Yet  not  in  vain  ner  forrows  Thetis  fhed. 

Nor  the  fair  par^a^r  of  Hthonus'  bed. 

When  they  implor'd  my  lord  cf  old  to  grace 

With  arms  immortal  an  inferior  race.  5 1 5 

Hear  then,  nor  let  thy  queen  in  vain  implore 

The  gift,  thofe  godJeiies  obtain'd  before. 

This  faid;  her  arm-,  that  match  the  winter  fnows. 
Around  her  unrelblving  Icrd  ihe  throws ; 
When  lo  !  more  rapid  than  the  ligntning  iiies,         5  20 
That  gilds  with  momentary  beams  tlie  ikies. 
The  thiiiling  flames  of  love,  without  control, 
Fl.w  through  the  footy  god,  and  fir'dhis  foul. 
With  confcious  joy  her  conqueft  fhe  defcry'd  ; 
When,  by  her  charms  lubdu'd,  her  lord  reply'd  :    525 

Why  all  thefe  reafons  urg'd,  my  mind  to  move; 
When  fuch  your  beauties,  and  fo  fierce  my  love  ! 
Long  fmce,  at  your  requeft,  my  ready  care, 
in  Troy's  fam'd  fields,  had  arm'd  your  ion  for  war. 
"      ■   ■  Nor 
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Nor  did  the  high  decrees  of  Jove  and  fate  530 

Doom  to  fo  fwift  a  fall  the  Dardan  ftate ; 

But,  ten  years  more,  old  Priam  might  enjoy 

Th'  imperial  fcepter,  and  the  throne  of  Troy. 

Yet,  if  our  queen  is  bent  the  war  to  wage. 

Her  facred  caufe  fhall  all  our  art  engage.  ^3- 

The  noblell  arms  our  potent  flcill  can  frame. 

With  breathing  bellows  or  the  forming  flame. 

Or  polifli'd  fleel,  refulgent  to  behold. 

Or  mingled  metals,  damafti'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Shall  grace  the  chief:  thy  anxious  fears  give  o'er,  540 

And  doubt  thy  intereft  in  my  love  no  more. 

He  fpoke ;  and,  fir'd  with  tranfporc  by  her  charms, 
Clafp'd  the  fair  gcddefs  in  his  eager  arms ; 
Then  pleas'd,  and  panting  on  her  bofom  lay. 
Sunk  in  repofe,  and  all  dilTclv'd  away  !  545 

But  rofe  refrefn'd,  impatient  froni  the  bed. 
When  ha' f  the  filent  hours  of  night  were  fled : 
What  time  the  poor  laborious  frugal  dame. 
Who  plies  the  diftaiF,  ftirs  the  dying  flamp ; 
Employs  her  handmaids  by  the  v/iiik'ng  light,  5-0 

And  lengthens  out  their  taflc  w'th  half  the  night ; 
Thus  to  her  children  fhe  divides  the  bread. 
And  guards  the  honours  of  her  homely  bed : 
So  to  his  talk,  before  the  dawn,  retires 
From  foft  repofe  the  father  of  the  fires.  555 

Amid  th'  Hefperian  and  Sicilian  floQ4 
AH  black  with  fmoke,   a  reeky  ifland  flood. 
The  dark  Vulcanian  land,  the  region  of  the  god. 

Here 
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Here  the  grim  cyclops  ply,  in  vaults  profound. 

The  huge  ^olian  forge,  that  tliunders  round.         560 

Th'  eternal  anvils  ring,  the  dungeon  o'er ; 

From  fide  to  fide  the  fiery  caverns  roar. 

Loud  groans  the  mafs  beneath  their  ponderous  blows ; 

Fierce  burns  the  flame,  and  the  full  furnace  glows. 

To  this  dark  region,  from  tlie  bright  abode,  565 

With  fpeed  impetuous  flew  the  fiery  god. 

Th'  alternate  blows  the  brawny  brethren  deal ; 

Thick  burft;  the  fparklcs  from  the  tortur'd  Heel. 

Huge  ftrokcs,  rough  Steropes  and  Brontes  gave. 

And  fl:rong  Pyracmon  fhook  the  gloomv  cave.        570 

Before  their  fovereign  came,  the  cyclops  ftrove 

With  eager  fpeed,  to  forge  a  bolt  for  Jove, 

Such  as  by  heaven's  almighty  lord  are  hurl'd, 

All  charg'd  with  vengeance,  on  a  guilty  world. 

Beneath  their  hands,  tremendous  to  furvcy  !  575 

Half  rough,  half  form'd,  the  dreadful  engine  lay  : 

Three  points  of  rain  ;  three  fork?  of  hail  confpire ; 

Three  arm'd  with  wind  ;  and  three  werebarb'd  with  fire. 

The  mafs  they  temper 'd  thick  with  livid  ravs, 

Fear,  wrath  and  terror,  and  the  lightning's  blaze.  580 

With  equal  fpeed,  a  fccond  train  prepare 

The  rapid  chariot  for  the  god  of  war ; 

The  thund'ring  wheels  and  axles,  that  exxite 

The  madding  nations  to  the  rage  of  fight. 

Some,  in  a  fringe,  the  burninvd  ferpeiits  roU'd       585 

Round  the  dread  aegis,  bright  with  fcales  of  gold; 

The  horrid  jegi.?,  great  Minerva's  fhicld, 

^''hen,  in  her  wrath,  flic  takes  the  fatal  fieldj 

All 
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All  cliarg'd  with  curling  fnakes  the  bofs  they  rais'd. 
And  the  grim  Gorgon's  head  tremendous  blaz'd.     590 
In  agonizing  pains  the  moniler  frown'd. 
And  roU'd,  in  death,  her  fiery  eyes  around. 

Throw,  throw  your  talks  aiide,  the  ibvercign  faid  ; 
Arms  for  a  godlike  hero  mull  be  made. 
Fly  to  the  work  before  the  dawn  of  day  ;  595 

Your  fpeed,  vour  ftrength,  and  ail  )'our  Ikill  difplay  ! 

Swift  as  the  word,   (his  orders  to  purfue) 
To  the  black  labours  of  the  forge  they  flew ; 
Vaft  heaps  of  fteel  in  the  deep  furnace  roll'd. 
And  bubbling  ftreams  of  brafs,  and  floods  of  melted  gold. 

The  brethren  ftrll  a  glorious  flueld  prepare,         601 
Capacious  of  the  whole  Rutulian  war. 
Some,  orb  in  orb,  the  blazing  buckler  frame  ; 
Some  \\  ith  huge  bellows  roufe  the  roaring  flame  : 
Some  in  the  ftream  the  iiiiring  metals  d,  own'd  ;  605 
From  vault  to  vault  the  thund'ring  Ibokes  rebound. 
And  the  deep  caves  rebellow  to  the  found. 
Exafl  in  time  each  ponderous  hamsier  piays  ; 
In  time  their  arms  the  giant  brethren  raife. 
And  turn  the  glowing  mafs  a  tiioufand  ways.       6ic 

Thefe  cares  employ  the  father  of  the  fires  : 
Mean  time  Evander  from  his  couch  retires, 
Call'd  by  the  purple  beams  of  morn  away, 
And  tuneful  birds,  that  l;aii'd  the  dawning  day, 
Firft  the  warm  tunic  rcu  .d  his  limbs  he  threw  ;        61  c 
Next  on  his  feet  the  fliiaing  fandals  drew. 
Around  his  flioulders  flow'd  the  panther's  hide. 
And  the  bright  fword  hung  glittering  at  his  fide. 

Tyvv^ 
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Two  mighty  dogs,  domeflic  at  his  board, 

(A  faithful  guard)  attend  their  aged  lord.  620 

The  promis'd  aid  revolving  in  his  breaft. 

The  careful  monarch  fought  his  godlike  gueft. 

Who  with  Achates  rofe  at  dawn  of  day. 

And  join'd  the  king  and  Pallas  on  th  ■  way. 

Their  friendly  hands  exchang'd,  thti'  feats  they  tool: 

Amid  the  hall ;  and  firft  EvanJer  fpoke  ;  626 

Great  prince,  the  guardian  of  the  Trojan  ftate  I 
Who,  fafe  in  thee,  defies  the  frowns  of  fate  ; 
Small  is  our  force,  and  (lender  our  relief; 
Far,  far  unworthy  fuch  a  glorious  chief.  630 

For  here,  old  Tyber  bounds  our  lands ;  and  there 
The  ftern  Rutulians  gi-d  our  walls  with  war ; 
Yet  to  our  court  kind  fortune  ltd  thy  way  ; 
And  mighty  aids  the  willing  Fates  difplay  ; 
By  me  whole  nations,  in  thy  caufe  ally'd,  635 

Whole  hoils  in  arms  (hall  gather  to  thy  fide. 
For  near  thefe  walls,  amid  the  Tufcan  lands. 
Seated  on  rocks,  proud  Agyllina  ftands. 
Rais'd  by  the  Lydian  tr  in,  fublime  in  air, 
A  martial  race,  and  terrible  in  war,  640 

For  ages  fioarilh'd  tiiis  dlflinguilli'd  town  ; 
Vaft  was  her  wealth,  and  glorious  her  renown; 
Till  ftern  P*lezentius  made  her  fons  obey 
His  lawlefs  arms,  and  arbitrary  f.vay. 
What  tongue  can  fuch  barbarities  record,  645 

Or  count  the  flaughters  of  his  ruth'.cfs  fworJ  ? 
Give  him,  ye  gods  !  if  juilice  you  regard, 
Give  him,  and  all  his  race,  the  due  reward  ! 

'Twaa 
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'Twas  not  enough,  the  good,  the  gulltlefs  bled ; 

Still  worfe  ;  he  bound  the  living  to  the  dead.  650 

Thefe,  limb  to  limb,  and  face  to  face  he  join'd, 

(Oh  !  monftrous  crime  of  unexampled  kind  !) 

Till  choak'd  with  ftench  the  Ung'ring  wretches  lay. 

And  in  the  loath'd  embraces  dy'd  away. 

At  length,  their  patience  tir'd,  his  fubjeds  rofe,     655 

Befiege  the  tyrant,  and  his  walls  inclofe^ 

Subdue  his  guards,  deftroy  his  friends,  and  aim 

Full  at  the  regal  towers  the  vengeful  flame  ; 

While  for  defence  to  Turnus  he  withdrew. 

And  fafe,  through  all  the  cloud  of  flaughter,  flew.  660 

But  arm'd  by  jull  revenge,  the  Tufcan  band 

To  death  the  royal  fugitive  demand. 

At  once  Etruria  fires  her  martial  train. 

And  all  her  fons  embattled  fpread  the  plain. 

By  me  difpos'd,  fliall  march  thefe  mighty  hofls        665 

Beneath  thy  conducl,  from  tJielr  native  coafls, 

For  now,  ev'n  now  their  fleets  have  reach'd  the  land. 

And  the  tall  fliips  are  rang'd  along  the  flrand  ; 

They  wait  the  fignal,  for  the  fight  prepare  ; 

But  thus  a  fage  retards  the  moving  war ;  67a 

"  Ye  chofen  martial  train,  the  glorious  grace 

"  And  flower  of  all  our  old  Majonian  race. 

"  Though,  by  jufl  rage  infpir'd,  your  hofts  are  led 

"  To  pour  full  vengeance  on  your  tyrants'  head, 

'*  No  Lat;an  chief  thefe  armies  mufl  command  ;      675 

"  Chufe  Ibme  brave  general  from  a  foreign  land." 

With  that,  their  forces  ftop'd  in  thefe  abodes, 
.Struck  with  this  aweful  warning  of  the  gcds. 

To 
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To  me,  their  chief  bold  Tarchon  fent,  before. 

The  crown,  and  every  type  of  regal  pow'r  j  6S9 

Me  they  requell  to  lead  their  armies  on. 

Accept  the  fway,  and  fill  the  vacant  throne. 

But  for  thefe  filver  hairs  'tis  far  too  late 

To  mix  in  battles,  or  the  cares  of  llate ; 

Vain  were  the  thoughts,  fo  great  a  war  to  wage;    685 

Too  rough  the  taflc  for  unperforming  age ; 

My  Ton  had  led  them,  but  his  rv.cQ  withftooJ; 

Born  half  a  native  by  the  mother's  blood. 

But  thou,  great  prince,  whofe  years  and  godlike  line 

Stand  well  approv'd  by  every  pow'r  divine,  690 

Go  thou  ;  the  high  imperial  tailc  fuftain  ; 

Go ;  to  fure  conqueft  lead  the  vengeful  train  : 

And  let  my  Pallas  by  thy  llde  engage, 

Pallas,  the  joy  of  my  declining  age. 

Beneath  fo  great  a  mailer's  forming  care,  695 

Let  the  dear  youth  learn  every  work  of  war; 

In  every  field  thy  matchlefs  toils  admire. 

And  emulate  thy  deeds,  and  catch  the  glorious  fire  I 

Beneath  his  Itandard  rang'd,  a  chofen  force 

I  fend,  two  hundred  brave  Arcadian  horfe  ;  700 

And,  to  fupport  the  gathering  war,  my  fon 

Shall  lead  an  equal  fquadron  of  his  own. 

He  faid ;  the  prince  and  friend,  in  cares  profound. 
Long  fixt  their  eyes  with  anguilli  on  the  ground. 
Sad,  and  dejedsd  at  the  fhort  fupply  ;  705 

Till  Venus  gave  a  fignal  from  the  (ky  ; 
Swift  from  the  opening  heavens,  with  aweful  found, 
A  fuddcn  fplendor  broke,  and  blaz'd  around. 

Arol- 
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A  rolling  general  din  they  heard  from  far; 

And  the  loud  Tyrrhene  trumpets  rend  the  air.         710 

While  thus,  amaz'd,  they  gaze  with  wondering  eyes. 

Peal  after  peal  runs  rattling  round  the  ikies. 

At  lall  bright  clafh'ng  arms  the  train  behold. 

That  flulh  the  fkies,  and  fringe  the  clouds  with  gold* 

But  foon  ^neas  knew  the  loud  alarms,  715 

The  promis'd  prefent  of  immortal  arms. 

To  me  alone,  my  royal  friend,  he  cries. 

This  fign  belongs,  an  omen  from  the  flues. 

My  mother  promis'd  thefe  portents  in  air. 

On  the  firil  opening  of  the  wafteful  war;  720 

To  me  fhe  brings,  through  yon  ethereal  road, 

Thofe  glorious  arms,  the  labour  of  a  god ! 

Oh  !  what  a  gathering  llorm  of  llaughter  fpreads 

On  yonder  holts,  and  blackens  o'er  their  heads  ! 

How  fnalt  thou,  Turnus,  my  full  rage  deplore!      725 

How  (hail  thy  waves,  old  Tyber,  fmoke  with  gore. 

When  all  thy  ftreams,  incumber'd  with  the  flain. 

Roll  fhields,  and  helms,  and  heroes  to  the  main  ! 

Now  let  the  perjur'd  train  their  arms  prepare ; 

Since  'tis  their  wifh,  I'll  give  a  loofe  to  war  !  730 

He  faid ;  and  from  the  fylvan  throne  retires ; 
Then  on  Alcides'  altar  wakes  the  fires. 
Glad  he  returns,  the  offering  to  renew, 
And  to  the  houlhold  gods  the  victims  flew. 
To  the  fame  rites  return,  Vvith  equal  joy,  735 

The  hoary  monarch  and  the  youths  of  Troy. 
Then  to  the  Ihipi  he  bends  his  courfe  again. 
There  culls  the  flower  of  all  the  warrior  train. 

To 
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To  wait  him  to  the  field;  the  reft  he  fends 

With  the  glad  tidings  to  his  fon  and  friends ;  i\m 

Smooth  o'er  the  waves  the  painted  veffels  glide. 

And  with  the  ftream  move  gently  down  the  tide. 

Steeds  are  prepar'd  to  mount  the  Trojan  train. 

And  fpeed  their  progrefs  to  the  Tufcan  plain. 

But  to  their  prince  a  courfer  was  aflign'dj  745 

Of  matchlsfs  fpirit  and  fuperior  kind. 

The  bounding  fteed  a  lion's  fpoiis  infold. 

With  paws  dependent^  fheath'd  in  Ihining  gold. 

Strait  tlirough  the  city  flies  the  loud  report 
Of  troops  advancing  to  the  Tufcan  court.  750 

The  fhrieking  matrons  weary  hcav'n  with  pray'r; 
Near  and  more  near  they  view,  in  wild  defpair. 
The  horrid  image  of  gigantic  war. 
The  good  old  monarch  then  embrac'd  his  fon, 
And  with  a  flood  of  tender  tears  begun  :  755 

Oh  !  would  almighty  Jove  once  more  renew 
That  vigorous  ftrength  of  youth,  which  once  I  knew ; 
When,  by  this  hand,  beneath  her  rocky  wall, 
Prsenefte  faw  her  vanquiih'd  armies  fall ; 
When,  vidlor  of  the  field,  and  crown'd  with  fame,  760 
With  piles  of  hoftile  fhields,  I  fed  the  flame. 
And  fent  great  Herilus,  of  matchlefs  might. 
Their  martial  monarch,  to  the  fliades  of  night; 
On  whom,  defcend;:d  from  ccleftial  blood. 
Three  lives  his  goddefs  *  mother  had  beftow'd.       765 
Wond'rous  to  tell !  the  warrior  thrice  was  flain. 
As  oft  reviv'd,  and  arm'd,  and  fought  again. 

*  Fcionia. 

Thrice, 
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Thrice,  though  renew'd  for  fight,  the  monarch  bled. 

And  thrice,  of  all  his  arms  I  ftripp'd  the  dead. 

Such  were  I  now — not  all  thefe  dire  alarms,  770 

Dangers,  or  deaths,  fhould  tear  me  from  thy  arms : 

Nor  had  Mezentius  thus  his  flaughters  fpread. 

Thus  heap'd  with  wrongs  thy  father's  aged  head; 

Nor  thus  unpunifh'd  ftretch'd  his  rage  abhorr'd 

O'er  towns,  difpeopled  by  his  wafteful  fword.  775 

But  hear,  ye  gods  !  and  heaven's  great  ruler,  hear. 

With  due  regard,  a  king's  and  father's  pray'r  ! 

My  dear,  dear  Pallas,  if  the  Fates  ordain 

Safe  to  return,  and  blefs  thefe  eyes  again  : 

With  age,  pain,  ficknefs,  this  one  blefTuig  give  ;    780 

On  this  condition  111  endure  to  live. 

But  oh  !  if  fortune  has  decreed  his  doom, 

Now,  now,  by  death,  prevent  my  woes  to  come  ; 

Now,  while  my  hopes  and  fears  uncertain  flow  ; 

Now,  ere  fhe  lifts  her  hand  to  flrike  the  blow  ;        78c 

While  in  thefe  feeble  arms  I  ftrain  the  boy. 

My  fole  delight,  my  lafl  furviving  joy  ! 

Ere  the  fad  news  of  his  untimely  doom 

Mull:  bow  this  hoary  head  with  forrow  to  the  tomb ! 

With  thefe  laft  words  he  fwoon'd,  and  funk  away  ;  790 

His  fervants  to  the  couch  their  breathlefs  lord  convev. 

Now  througli  the  opening  gates  the  warriors  ride, 
y^'neas  firft,  Achates  by  his  fide. 
The  Trojan  chiefs  fucceed  :  amid  the  train 
Young  Pallas  towers,  confpicuous  o'er  the  plain.      795 
All  bright  his  military  purple  flow'd ; 
His  polilli'd  arms  with  golden  fplendors  glow'd. 

Vol.  LIII.  O  So, 
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So,  bath'd  in  oceati,  with  a  vivid  ray 

Flames  the  refulgent  ftar  that  leads  the  day  : 

Wide  through  the  fky,  before  the  facred  light         800 

Break,  and  difperfe  the  fcattering  fhades  of  night. 

High  on  the  battlements  the  mothers  ftand. 

And,  from  the  towers,  furvey  the  martial  band. 

Through  the  thick  woods,  embody'd  in  array. 

The  glittering  fquadrons  take  the  nearcft  way.         805 

Loud  fliouts  arife  ;  the  thundering  courfers  bound 

Through  clouds  of  duft,  and  paw  the  trembling  ground. 

A  mighty  grove,  rever'd  for  ages  flood 

Where  Caere  views  with  pride  her  rolling  flood : 

Hills  clad  with  fir,  to  guard  the  hallow'd  bound,     810 

Rofe  in  the  majefty  of  darknefs  round. 

In  times  of  old,  the  pious  Argive  train. 

The  firft  pofleflbrs  of  the  Latian  plain. 

To  the  great  *  guardian  of  the  fields,  had  made 

For  ever  facred  the  devoted  fhade. 

And,  on  his  folenin  day,  their  annual  offerings  paid. 

Not  far  from  hence  the  Tufcan  hoft  difpread 

Their  mighty  camp,  with  Tarchon  at  their  head. 

From  the  tall  towering  point  in  fi.ill  furvey, 

Stretch'd  o'er  the  vale,  th'  embattled  army  lay.      820 

Hither  JEnea.s,  with  his  band,  fucceeds ; 

The  train  refrefh'd  releafe  the  panting  fteeds. 

Meantime  his  ber.uteous  mother,  from  on  high. 
Had  brought  the  blazing  prefent  down  the  flcy. 
By  the  cool  flream  the  hero  (he  furvey 'd  825 

Within  the  winding  vale,  and  thus  fliC  faid  : 

*  Sylvanus. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  promis'd  arms ;  in  every  part 
By  Vulcan  labour'd  with  immortal  art. 
Now  dare  thy  foes,  colleded  in  thy  might. 
Now  call  the  haughty  Turnus  to  the  fight.  830 

Then  the  fair  queen  her  joyful  fon  embrac'd. 
And  by  an  oak,  the  radiant  burthen  plac'd. 
The  wondering  chief  with  fudden  rapture  glow'd. 
Struck  with  the  glorious  labours  of  the  god. 
Aftonilh'd  at  the  blazing  arms  he  ftands,  835- 

And,  one  by  one,  he  pois'd  'em  in  his  hands. 
The  fword,  with  death  all  pointed,  he  admires. 
And  the  proud  helm,  that  ihoots  a  length  of  fires. 
The  mighty  corflet  call  a  vivid  ray  ; 
With  fcales  of  brafs  and  fanguine  colours  gay  ;        840 
And,  Uke  a  flaming  cloud,  refulgent  fhone, 
Pierc'd  with  the  elancinpr  o-lories  of  the  fun. 
The  pohlh'd  greaves  his  manly  thighs  infold, 
Vv^ith  mingled  metals  wrought  and  dudlile  geld. 
With  joy  the  weighty  fpear  the  prince  beheld;         845 
But  moft  admir'd  the  huge  myfterious  fhield  ; 
For  there  had  Vulcan,  fkill'd  in  times  to  come, 
Difplay'd  the  triumphs  of  immortal  Rome  ; 
There  all  the  Julian  line  the  god  had  wrought. 
And  charg'd  the  gold  with  battles  yet  unfought.     850 
Here  in  a  verdant  cave's  embow'iing  Ihade, 
The  follering  wolf  and  martial  *  twins  were  laid ; 
Th'  indulgent  mother,  half  reclin'd  along,  -j 

While  at  her  dugs  the  fportive  infants  hung,        854  > 
Look'd  fondly  back,  and  form'd  'em  with  her  tongue.  J 
*  Romulus  and  Remus. 

O  2  Next 
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Next  Rome  appear'd  ;  here  fhriek  the  Sabine  dames, 

Surpris'd,  and  ravifh'd  at  her  folemn  games. 

In  arms  the  Cures  with  their  king  appear. 

And  wage  with  infant  Rome  a  fudden  war. 

At  length  agreed,  from  fight  the  monarchs  ceafe,   860 

And  at  the  flirine  of  Jove,  conclude  the  peace. 

Each  king  befide  the  bleeding  viflim  ftands. 

With  lifted  eyes,  a  goblet  in  his  hands. 

Here  the  mad  courfers  flew  the  foreft  o'er. 

And,  limb  from  limb,  the  perjur'd  Metius  tore.      865 

As  vengeful  Tullus  drags  him  through  the  wood. 

The  fculptur'd  trees  are  all  bedrop'd  with  blood. 

Here  proud  Porfenna,  with  his  martial  train, 
Bids  Rome  receive  her  banilh'd  king  again. 
Her  noble  fons,  furrounded  with  alarms,  870 

Fly,  in  the  caufe  of  liberty,  to  arms. 
While  glorious  Codes  all  his  hofl:  withftood. 
And  Cloelia  broke  her  chains,  and  fwam  the  flood. 
With  furious  looks,  tremendous  to  behold. 
The  raging  monarch  frown'd,  and  ftorm'd  in  gold.  875 

There,  for  the  Capitol,  brave  Manlius  Ib-ove, 
Fought  like  a  god,  and  look'd  a  fecond  Jove. 
There  flood  thy  palace,  Romulus,  (decreed 
The  feat  of  empire)  roof 'd  with  homely  reed. 
Here  fled  the  filver  goofe  through  courts  of  gold,    880 
And,  cackling  loud,  th'  approaching  Gauls  foretold. 
Through  the  thick  forell  move  the  hoflilc  pow'rs. 
And,  favour'd  by  the  night,  invade  the  tow'rs. 
Fair  golden  trefles  grace  the  comely  train. 
And  every  warrior  wears  a  golden  chain.  885 

Em- 
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Embroider'd  vefts  their  fnovvy  limbs  infold ; 

And  their  rich  robes  are  all  adorn'd  with  gold. 

Two  Alpine  fpears  with  martial  pride  they  wield. 

And  guard  their  bodies  with  an  ample  fhield. 

The  Salii  next  in  Iblemn  garbs  advance ;  89O 

And  naked  here  the  mad  Luperci  dance. 

The  pledge  of  future  empire  from  the  llcy. 

The  facred  targe  ftrikes  dazzling  on  the  eye. 

In  ftately  cars  the  pious  matrons  rode. 

Who  fav'd  their  country,  and  appeas'd  the  god.      895 

Far  hence  remov'd,  appear  the  realms  below. 
The  horrid  manfions  of  eternal  woe ; 
Where  howl  the  damn'd ;  where  Catiline  in  chains 
Roars  from  the  dark  abyfs,  in  endlefs  pains ; 
Sees  the  grim  furies  all  around  him  fpread,  goo 

And  the  black  rock  ftill  trembling  o'er  his  head. 
But  in  a  feparate  fpace  thejufl  remain  j 
And  aweful  Cato  rules  the  godlike  train. 

Full  in  the  mldlt,  majeftically  roll'd 
The  folemn  ocean  wrought  in  figur'd  gold :  905 

But  hoary  waves  curl  high  on  e\'ery  fide. 
And  filver  dolphins  cut  the  fable  tide. 

Amid  the  flood,  two  navies  rofe  to  fight 
With  beaks  of  brafs;  th'  immortal  Adian  fight ! 
All  charg'd  with  war  the  boiling  billows  roll'd,        010 
And  the  vail  ocean  flam'd  v.ith  arms  of  gold. 
Here  leads  divine  Auguftus,  through  the  floods 
The  fons  of  Rome,  her  fathers  and  her  gods  : 
From  his  high  ftern  the  martial  fcene  furvcys,  91^ 

While  itreanilng  fplendors  round  his  temples  blaze ; 

O3  His 
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His  fparkling  eyes  a  keener  glory  fhed. 

Than  his  great  father's  ftar,  that  glitters  o'er  his  head. 

Next,  with  kind  gales,  the  care  of  every  god, 
Agrippa  leads  his  fquadron  through  the  flood. 
A  naval  crown  adorns  the  warrior's  brows,  920 

And  fierce  he  pours  amid  th'  embattled  foes. 

There  brings  proud  Antony  his  various  bands. 
From  diftant  nations,  and  from  barbarous  lands. 
Difpeop!ed  Egypt  fills  the  vvat'ry  plain. 
And  the  whole  Eaflern  world  o'erfprcads  the  main.  925 
But  O; — the  curfc  of  Rome,  the  fhame  of  war. 
His  *  Pharian  confort  follows  in  the  rear  1 

Rufll  the  fierce  fleets  to  fight !  beneath  their  oars 
And  clafhing  beaks,  the  foaming  ocean  roars  ! 
All  big  with  war  the  floating  cailles  ride,  930 

In  bulk  enormous,  o'er  the  yielding  tide ; 
The  frothy  furge  like  moving  mountains  fweep. 
Or  ifles  uprooted,  rolling  round  the  deep. 
Spears,  darts  and  flames  fly  furious  o'er  the  main ; 
The  fields  of  Neptune  take  a  crimfon  fl:ain.  935 

The  beauteous  queen,  amldll  the  dire  alarm?. 
With  her  loud  timbrels  calls  her  hofts  to  arms. 
Flies  to  the  fight,  nor  fees  the  fnakes,  that  wait 
And  hifs  behind,  dread  minifters  of  fate  ! 
Againft  great  Neptune,  in  his  flirength  array'd,      940 
And  beauteous  Venus,  and  the  blue-ey'd  maid. 
Engage  the  dog  Anubis,  on  the  floods. 
And  the  lewd  herd  of  Egypt's  monfter  gods, 

*  Cleopatra, 

In 
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In  polifh'd  fteel,  confpicuous  from  afar, 

Amid  the  tumult  ftorms  the  god  of  war.  945 

Her  robes  all  rent,  with  many  an  ample  ftride. 

Grim  Difcord  llalk'd,  triumphant  o'er  the  tide. 

Next,  with  her  bloody  fcourge  Bellona  flies. 

And  leads,  in  fatal  pomp,  the  furies  of  the  flcies. 

Mean  time,  enthron'd  on  Avium's  touering  height. 
The  god  of  day  farveys  the  raging  fight,  95 1 

And  bends  his  twanging  bow.     With  fudden  dread. 
At  the  dire  fignal,  all  Arabia  fled : 
At  once  retire,  in  wild  confufion  hurl'd, 
Egypt,  and  all  th'  aflembled  Eaftern  world.  955 

Amid  the  flaughters  of  the  fight  was  feen. 
Pale  with  the  fears  of  death,  the  Pharian  queen; 
Aghaft,  Ihe  calls  the  kind  propitious  gales 
To  fpeed  her  flight ;  and  fpreads  her  filken  fails. 
The  god  difplay'd  her  figure,  full  in  view,  960 

As  o'er  the  floods  with  weftern  winds  (he  flew. 
While  funk  in  grief,  die  mighty  Nile  bemoans 
The  fliame  and  flaughter  of  his  vanqaii"h'd  fons. 
He  faw  the  rout ;  his  mantle  he  unroll'd, 
S.pread  forth  his  robes,  and  open'd  every  fold,        965 
Expanded  wide  his  arms,  with  timely  care. 
And  in  his  kind  embrace  receiv'd  the  flying  war. 

Now  moves  great  C^far  (all  his  foes  o'ercome,) 
With  three  proud  triumphs  through  imperial  Rome ; 
And  pays  immortal  honours  to  the  fkies :  970 

Behold  at  once  three  hundred  temples  rife  ! 
The  ftreets  refound  with  fnouts  and  folemn  games  j 
And  to  the  temples  throng  the  Roman  dames 

O  4  With 


aoo  PITT'S    POEMS. 

With  ardent  pray'rs  :  high  altars  rife  around  ; 

And  with  the  blood  of  victims  fmokes  the  ground.    975 

He  fits  enthron'd  in  Phoebus*  Parian  fane  ; 

In  ranks  before  him  pafs  the  vanquifh'd  train. 

While  he  accepts  the  gifts  that  crown  his  toils. 

And  hangs  on  high  the  confecrated  fpoils. 

Before  the  viflor  move  the  mighty  throngs,  980 

With  difl'ercnt  habits  and  difcordant  tongues. 

Here  pafs,  diftinguifh'd  by  the  god  of  fire. 

The  fons  of  Afric  in  their  loofe  attire ; 

The  Carians  march  j  the  bold  Numidians  ride ; 

The  Gelons  fhine  with  quivers  at  their  fide.  985 

Here  crowd  the  Daa; ;  and  the  nations,  there. 

From  earth's  laft  ends  afiembled  to  the  war. 

Here  with  diminifh'd  pride  Euphrates  mourns  ; 

There  the  maim'd  Rhine  bemoans  his  broken  horns : 

And  fierce  Araxes,  bridg'd  of  old  in  vain,  990 

Now  bends,  fubmiffive,  to  the  Roman  chain. 

Such  vvas  the  glorious  gift  in  every  part 
By  Vulcan  finifh  d  with  immortal  art : 
(The  forms  unknown,  that  grac'd  its  ample  field;) 
The  prince  with  joy  furveys  the  ftory'd  fliield ;        995 
Aloft  he  bears  the  triumphs  yet  to  come. 
The  fortunes  of  his  race,  the  fates  of  mighty  Rome. 


End  of  the  Eighth  Book. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Tumus  takes  advantage  of -^Eneas's  abfence,  attempts  to 
fire  his  fhips  (which  are  transformed  into  fea-nymphs) 
and  aflaults  his  camp.  The  Trojans,  reduced  to  the 
laft  extremities,  fend  Nifus  and  Euryalus  to  recal 
^neas,  which  furniihes  the  poet  with  that  admirable 
epifode  of  their  friendihip,  generofity,  and  conclufion 
of  their  adventures.  In  the  morning,  Tumus  pufhes 
the  fiege  with  vigour  ;  and,  hearing  tliat  the  Trojans 
had  opened  a  gate,  he  runs  thither,  and  breaks  into 
the  town  with  the  enemies  he  purfues.  The  gates 
are  immediately  clofed  upon  him  ;  and  he  fights  his 
way  through  the  town  to  the  river  Tyber.  He  is 
forced  at  laH  to  leap,  armed  as  he  is,  into  the  river, 
and  fvvJms  to  his  camp. 
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rr^HUS  while  the  prince  coHefls  auxiliar  hofts, 

■■■     And  leads  new  armies  from  the  Tufcan  coafe ; 
Difpatch'd  by  heav'n's  great  emprefs  from  the  ikies. 
The  goddefs  of  the  bow  to  Tumus  flies ; 
Where,  cover'd  with  the  (hade,  he  made  abode  5 

1ft  his  old  grandfire's  confecrated  wood; 
There,  as  at  eafe  reclin'd  the  godlike  man. 
Her  rofy  lips  fhe  open'd,  and  began : 

Tumus,  this  kind  aufpicious  hour  beftows 
What  fcarce  a  god  could  promife  to  thy  vows  :  10 

For  lo  !  the  Trojan  chief  has  parted  hence. 
And  for  new  fuccours  courts  th'  Arcadian  prince. 
Thence  to  the  Tufcan  coafts  his  coarfe  he  bends. 
And  leaves  expos'd  his  walls,  his  fleets,  and  friends. 
Now,  while  the  Lydians  in  his  caufe  unite,  1 5 

And  the  raw  peafants  gather  to  the  fight ; 
Call,  call  the  fiery  courfers,  and  the  car  ; 
Fly — fiorm  his  camp — and  give  a  loofe  to  war. 
This  faid  ;  with  levell'd  wings  fhe  mounts  on  high. 
And  cuts  a  glorious  rainbow  in  the  flcy.  2Q 

He  knew  the  fair  ;  his  lifted  hands  he  fpread, 
And  with  thefe  words  puxfa'd  her  as  Ihe  fled : 

Bright 
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Bright  beauteous  goddefs  of  the  various  bow. 

What  pow'r  difpatch'd  thee  to  the  world  below  ? 

What  fplendors  open  to  my  dazzled  eyes  ! 

What  floods  of  glory  burit  from  all  the  fkies  ;  25 

And  lo  !  the  heav'ns  divine,  the  planets  roll ! 

Thick  (hine  the  ftars,  and  gild  the  glowing  pole  ! 

Call'd  by  thefe  omens  to  the  field  of  blood, 

I  follow  to  the  war  the  great  infplring  god  !  30 

Raptur'd  he  faid,  and  fought  the  limpid  tide. 
Where  gurgling  ftreams  in  fiher  currents  glide  ; 
There  cleans'd  his  hands,  then  raifmg  high  in  air. 
To  ev'ry  god  addreft  his  ardent  pray'r. 

And  now,  all  gay  and  glorious  to  behold,  35 

Rich  in  embroider'd  velts,  and  arms  of  gold. 
On  fprightly  prancing  fteeds,  the  martial  train 
Spread  wide  theii-  ranks  o'er  all  th'  em.battled  plain. 
The  van  \\'ith  great  Me/Tapus  at  their  head ; 
The  deep'ning  rear  the  fons  of  Tyrrheus  led.  40 

Brave  Turnus  flames  in  arms,  fupremely  tall, 
Tow'rs  in  the  center,  and  outlhines  them  all. 
Silent  they  march  beneath  their  godlike  guide : 
So  mighty  Ganges  leads,  with  aweful  pride. 
In  fev'n  large  dreams  his  fwelling  folemn  tide  : 
So  Nile,  compos'd  within  his  banks  again. 
Moves  in  flovv'  pomp,  majeftic,  to  the  main. 

Troy  faw  from  far  the  black'ning  cloud  arife  : 
Then  from  the  rampart's  height  Cakus  cries  : 
See,  fee,  my  friends,  yon  dufky  martial  train,  50 

Involv'd  in  clouds,  and  fwecping  o'er  the  plain. 

To 
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To  arms — -The  foes  advance— -Your  fwords  prepare ; 
Fly— -Mount  the  ramparts,  and  repel  the  war. 

With  ihouts  they  run  ;  they  gather  at  the  call ; 
They  clofe  the  gates ;  they  mount ;  they  guard  the  wall. 
For  fo  th'  experienc'd  prince  had  charg'd  the  hoft,    56 
When  late  lie  parted  for  the  Tufcan  coall ; 
Whate'er  befel,  their  ardor  to  reflrain. 
Trull  to  their  walls,  nor  tempt  the  open  plain. 
There,  tho'  with  ihame  and  wrath  their  bofoms  glow,  60 
Shut  in  their  tow'rs,  they  wait  th'  embattled  foe. 
But  mighty  Turnus  rode  with  rapid  fpeed. 
And  furious  fpurr'd  his  dappled  Thracian  fteed  j 
Eager  before  the  tardy  fquadrons  flew 
To  reach  the  wall ;  and  foon  appear'd  in  view  65 

(With  twice  ten  noble  warriors  clofe  behind)  ; 
His  crimfon  creft  ftream'd  dreadful  in  the  wind. 
Who  firll,  he  cry'd,  with  me  the  foe  will  dare  ? 
Then  hurl'd  a  dart,  the  fignal  of  the  war. 
Loud  fhout  his  train  ;  deep  wonder  feiz'd  them  all,  70 
To  fee  the  Trojans  flculk  behind  their  wall ; 
Safe  in  their  tow'rs  their  forces  they  bellow. 
Nor  take  the  field,  nor  meet  th'  approaching  foe. 

Now  furious  Turnus,  thund'ring  round  the  plain. 
Tries  every  poll  and  pafs,  but  tries  in  vain.  75 

As,  beat  by  tempefts,  and  by  famine  bold. 
The  prowling  wolf  attempts  the  nightly  fold ; 
Lodg'd  in  the  guarded  field  beneath  their  dams. 
Safe  from  the  favage,  bleat  the  tender  lambs; 
The  monfter  meditates  the  fleecy  brood ;  80 

Now  howls  vvith  hunger,  and  now  thirfts  for  blood; 

Round 
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Roams  round  the  fences  that  the  prize  contain, 

And  madly  rages  at  the  flock  in  vain : 

Thus,  as  th'  embattled  tow'rs  the  chief  dcfcries. 

Rage  fires  his  foul,  and  flafhes  from  his  eyes  :  85 

Nor  entrance  can  he  find,  nor  force  the  train 

From  the  clofe  trench  to  combat  on  the  plain. 

But  to  their  fleet  he  bends  his  furious  way. 

That,  cover'd  by  the  floods  and  ramparts,  lay 

Befide  the  camp— He  calls  for  burning  brands,         96 

And  rais'd  a  pine  all-flaming  in  his  hands. 

His  great  example  the  bold  troop  infpires ; 

They  rob  the  hearths ;  they  hurl  the  miflive  fires  ; 

The  black'ning  fmokes  in  curling  volumes  rife. 

With  hov'ring  clouds  of  cinders,  to  the  fkies.  95 

O  fay,  ye  mufes,  what  celeflial  pow'r 
Preferv'd  the  navy  in  that  dreadful  hour. 
And  flopp'd  the  progrefs  of  the  furious  flame  ? 
The  tale  is  old,  yet  of  immortal  fame  ! 

The  Trojan  chief,  prepar'd  to  ftem  the  tide,        ic9 
Had  built  his  fleet  beneath  the  hills  of  Ide ; 
When  thus  to  Jove,  in  heav'n's  fupreme  abodes. 
Spoke  the  majellic  mother  of  the  gods ; 
Hear,  and  our  firil  requefl:,  my  fon,  accord. 
The  firlt,  fmce  heav'n  has  own'd  you  for  her  lord.    105 
To  our  great  name,  and  honour'd  by  our  love. 
On  lofty  Ida  tow'rs  a  Itacely  grove ; 
Tall  firs  and  maples  there  for  years  have  flood. 
And  waving  pines,  a  venerable  wood  ! 
To  build  his  r.avy,  I  beflow'd  with  joy  1  lO 

The  hallow'd  foreli  on  the  chief  of  Troy. 

Now 
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Now  anxious  fears  diftuib  my  foul  with  care  : 

But  thou,  my  fon,  indulge  a  mother's  pray'r : 

Bid  feas  and  tempefts  fpare  the  fhips  divine  ; 

Be  this  their  fafety,  that  they  once  were  mine.         115 

Thus  Ihe — and  thus  replies  her  fon,  who  rolls 
The  golden  planets  round  the  fpangled  poles  : 
What  would  our  mother's  raftx  requeft  intend  ? 
To  turn  the  Fates  from  their  determin'd  end  ? 
How  !  an  immortal  ftate  would  you  demand  1 20 

For  velTels  labour'd  by  a  mortal  hand  ? 
And  Ihall  the  chief  in  certain  fafety  ride. 
O'er  rocks,  o'er  gulfs,  and  o'er  th'  uncertain  tide  ? 
A  pow'r  fo  high  we  never  yet  befcov/'d  ; 
No — 'tis  a  pow'r  too  boundlefs  for  a  god  I  125 

But  this  we  grant — when,  aU  his  labours  o'er. 
The  Trojan  prince  (hall  reach  the  Ladan  Ihore, 
Whatever  fnips  the  friendly  llrand  Ihall  gain, 
Sav'd  from  the  ftorms,  and  the  devouring  main. 
Know,  we  will  take  the  mortal  form  from  thefe  ;     130 
Each  fiiip  fhall  launch,  a  goddefs  of  the  feas  ; 
And  with  her  fifter  Nereids  Ihall  divide 
The  filver  waves,  and  bound  along  the  tide. 
I'his  faid ;  the  lord  of  thunder  feal'd  the  vovy 
By  his  dread  brother's  aweful  ftreams  below ;  135 

By  the  black  wJiirlpools  of  the  Stygian  flood ; 
Then  gave  the  fanftion  of  th'  imperial  nod ; 
The  heav'ns  all  fhook,  and  fled  before  the  god. 

Now  was  the  hour  arriv'd,  th'  appointed  date, 
FLtt  by  the  high  eternal  laws  of  fate;  140 

When 
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When  the  great  mother  of  the  thund'rer  came 
To  guard  her  facred  vefi'els  from  the  flame. 

Firft  from  the  glowing  orient  they  defcry 
A  blazing  cloud  that  ftretch'd  from  fky  to  ficy ; 
The  golden  fplendors  doubly  gild  the  day,  145 

And  high  in  air  the  tinkling  cymbals  play. 
At  length,  with  wonder,  and  religious  fear, 
A  deep  majellic  voice  the  lill'ning  nations  hear  : 

Forbear,  forbear,  ye  fons  of  Troy,  nor  lend 
Your  needlefs  aid,  our  veflels  to  defend.  15a 

The  proud  Rutulian  fhall,  with  greater  eafe. 
Burn  to  their  beds  profound  the  wat'ry  feas ; 
Launch  you,  my  fhips ;  be  Nereids  of  the  floods ; 
So  wills  the  mighty  mother  of  the  gods  I 

Swift  at  the  word,  the  facred  Ihips  obey,  155 

From  their  loofe  anchors  break,  and  bound  away ; 
Like  fportive  dolphins  plunge  beneath  the  main. 
Then  (wond'rous  I)  rife  in  female  forms  again. 
So  many  nymphs  launch  fwiftly  from  tlie  fhore. 
As  rode  tall  gallies  in  the  port  before.  1 60 

The  fierce  Rutullans  fliook  with  wild  affright, 
Ev'n  brave  MeflTapus  trembled  at  tlie  fight,    [flight. 
Nor  could  he  rule  his  fteeds,  nor  check  their  rapid 
Old  murm'ring  Tyber  fhrunk  with  fudden  dread. 
And  to  his  fource  the  hoary  father  fled.  1 65 

All,  but  the  valiant  Daunian  hero,  fhook. 
Who  rais'd  their  drooping  fouls,  while  thus  he  fpoke  ; 
Thefe  omens  threat  our  foes  (O  glorious  day !)  : 
Lo  !  Jove  has  fnatch'd  their  lafl:  relief  away  I 

Lo! 
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Lo  !   from  our  dreaded  arms  their  fhips  retire,  170 

And  vaniih  fwift  before  our  vengeful  fire ; 

To  Troy,  imprifon'd  in  yon  narrow  coaft. 

The  wat'ry  half  of  all  the  globe  is  loit. 

Their  flight,  the  feas  and  hoilile  armies  bar ; 

The  land  is  ours ;  and  Italy  fiom  f^r 

Pours  forth  her  fons,  by  nations,  to  the  war. 

Her  favouring  oracles  let  Ilion  boail:  : 

On  Turnus  all  thofe  empty  vaunts  are  loft. 

To  'fcape  the  feas,  and  reach  the  Latian  land. 

Was  all,  their  fates  or  Venus  could  demand.  1 80 

My  fates  now  take  their  turn ;  and  'tis  in  minei 

For  my  loft  fpoufe,  to  crulTi  the  perjur'd  line. 

Like  brave  Atrides,  I'll  redeem  the  dame. 

The  fame  my  caufe,  and  my  revenge  the  fame. 

Will  Troy  then  venture  on  a  rape  once  more,  185 

Who  paid  fo  dearly  for  the  crime  before } 

Sure  they  have  long  ago  the  tiiought  decHn'd> 

Forfworn  the  fex,  and  curft  the  colily  kind  ! 

Fools  !  will  they  truft  yon  feeble  wall  and  gate^ 

That  flight  partition  betwixt  them  and  fate,  190 

Who  not  long  fmce  beheld  their  Troy  renown'd. 

Their  god-built  Troy,  lie  fmoking  on  the  ground  ! 

Fly  then,  my  friends,  and  let  us  force  the  foe ; 

Seize,  ftorm  the  camp,  and  lay  their  ramparts  low. 

Nor  want  we,  o'er  thefe  daftards  to  prevail,  1 95 

Arms  forg'd  by  Vulcan,  and  a  thoufand  fail ; 

Though  to  fupport  their  defp'rate  caufe  fliould  join 

Arcadia's  fons  with  all  the  Tufcan  line  : 

Vol.  LIII.  P  Nor 
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Nor  need  the  wretches  fear,  with  vain  affright. 

The  facred  thefts  or  murders  of  the  night.  20a 

A  robb'd  palladium,  and  an  ambufh'd  force 

Lodg'd  in  the  caverns  of  a  monftrous  horfe. 

A  conqueft  in  the  dark  my  foul  difclaims ; 

No— let  us  gird  by  day  their  walls  with  flames. 

Soon  fhall  they  find  ro  Argive  holl  appears,  205 

Whom  Heftor  baffled  ten  revolving  years. 

Now  go,  my  valiant  friends,  and  pafs  away 

In  due  repall  the  fmall  remains  of  day  : 

But  rife,  rife  early  with  the  dawning  light, 

Frefh  from  repofe,  and  vig'rous  for  the  fight.         210 

Meantime  it  falls  to  great  Meffapus'  care. 
The  ramparts  to  furround  with  fire  and  war. 
Twice  fev'n  Rutulian  leaders  head  the  bands ; 
An  hundred  fpears  each  valiant  chief  commands  : 
Proudly  they  march,  in  gold  and  purple  gay,  215 

And  crlmfon  crells  on  every  helmet  play. 
They  watch,  they  reft  by  turns ;  and,  ftretch'd  fupine 
On  the  green  carpet,  quaff  the  gen'rous  wine. 
The  fires  gleam  round,  and  fhoot  a  ruddy  light  j 
In  plays  and  pleafures,  pafs  the  jovial  night.  220 

This  fcene  the  Trojans  from  their  trenches  view  j 
All  feiz'd  their  arms,  and  to  their  ramparts  flew  ; 
In  wild  affright  to  guard  the  gates  they  pour. 
Join  bridge  to  bridge  witl)  fpeed,  and  tow'r  to  tow'r. 
Thus  while  th'  endanger'd  bulwarks  they  maintain,  225 
Mnellheus  and  brave  Sereftus  fire  the  train. 
(The  prince  had  left  10  their  experienc'd  care. 
If  aught  befel,  the  condu(fl  of  tlie  war.) 

Now 
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Now  all  the  foldiers  to  their  pofts  were  flown. 

And  in  their  turns,  fucceffive,  guard  the  town.        230 

Tlie  valiant  Nifus  took  his  lot,  to  wait 
Before  the  portal,  and  defend  the  gate. 
From  Ida's  native  woods  the  warrior  came, 
Skill'd  with  the  dart  to  pierce  the  flying  game  : 
With  him  EuryaluSj  who  match'd  in  arms  235 

Troy's  bravell  youths,  and  far  excell'd  in  charms  ; 
So  young,  the  fpringing  down  but  juil  began 
To  fliade  his  blooming  cheeks,  and  promife  man. 
Thefe  boys  in  facred  friendfliip  were  ally'd. 
And  join'd  in  martial  labours,  fide  by  fide  j  240 

In  ev'ry  danger,  ev'ry  glory  fhar'd  ; 
And  both  alike  were  planted  on  the  guard. 

Has  heav'n  (cry'd  Nifus  firft)  this  warmth  beftow'd  ? 
Heav'n  ?  or  a  thought  that  prompts  me  like  a  god  ? 
This  glorious  warmth,  my  friend,  that  breaks  my  reft  ? 
Some  high  exploit  lies  throbbing  at  my  breail.         246 
My  glowing  mind  what  gen'rous  ardors  raife. 
And  fet  my  mounting  fpiiits  on  a  blaze  ! 
See  the  loofe  difcipline  of  yonder  train  ; 
The  lights,  grown  thin,  fcarce  glimmer  from  the  plain  : 
The  guards  in  flumber  and  debauch  are  drown 'd ;    251 
And  mark  ! — a  gen'ral  filence  reigns  around: 
Then  take  my  thought  j  the  people,  fathers,  all. 
Join  in  one  wifh,  our  leader  to  recall. 
Now,  wou'd  they  give  to  thee  the  prize  I  claim,    255 
(For  I  cou'd  reft  contented  with  the  fame — ) 
An  eafy  road,  methinks,  I  can  fjrvey 
Beneath  yon  fummit  to  direit  my  way. 

P  2  The 
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The  brave  Euryalus,  with  martial  pride, 
Fir'd  with  the  charms  of  glory,  thus  reply'd  :  260 

And  will  my  Nifus  then  his  friend  difclaim  ? 
Deny'd  his  fhare  of  danger  and  of  fame  ? 
And  can  thy  dear  Eur)'^alus  expofe 
Thy  life,  alone,  unguarded  to  the  foes  ? 
Not  fo  my  father  taught  his  gea'rous  boy,  265 

Born,  train'd  and  feafon'd  in  the  wars  of  Troy. 
And,  where  the  great  ^neas  led  the  way, 
I  brav'd  all  dangers  of  the  land  and  fea. 
Thou  too  canft  witnefs  that  my  worth  is  try'd  ; 
We  march'd,  we  fought,  we  conquer'd  fide  by  iide.  270 
Like  thine,  this  bofom  glows  with  martial  flame  ; 
Burns  with  a  fcorn  of  life,  and  love  of  fame  ; 
And  thinks,  if  endlefs  glory  can  be  fought 
On  fuch  low  terms,  the  prize  is  cheaply  bought. 
Let  no  fuch  jealous  fears  alarm  thy  breafl:  :  275 

Thy  worth  and  valour  ftand  to  all  confeft. 
But  let  the  danger  fall  (he  cries)  on  me : 
For  this  exploit,  I  durfl:  not  think  on  thee  ! 
No  : — as  I  hope  the  blefl:  ethereal  train 
May  bring  me  glorious  to  thy  arms  again  !  2 So 

But  fliould  the  gods  deny  me  to  fucceed. 
Should  I-— (which  heav'n  avert  I)  but  fliould  I  bleed; 
Live  thou  ; — in  death  fome  plcafure  that  will  give  ; 
Live  for  thy  Nifus'  fake ;  I  charge  thee,  live. 
Thy  blooming  youth  a  longer  term  demands ; —     285 
Live,  to  redeem  my  corfe  from  hoftile  hands  ; 
And  decent  to  tlie  filent  grave  commend 
The  poor  remains  of  him  who  u  as  thy  friend  : 

Or 
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Or  raife  at  leaft,  by  kind  remembrance  led, 

A  vacant  tomb  in  honour  of  the  dead.  290 

Wliy  fliould  I  caufe  thy  mother's  foul  to  know 

Such  heart-felt  pangs  ?  Unutterable  woe  ! 

Thy  dear  fond  mother,  who,  for  love  of  thee, 

Dar'd  every  danger  of  die  land  and  fea ! 

She  left  Aceftes'  walls,  and  fhe  alone,  295 

To  follow  thee,  her  only,  darling  fon  ! 

In  vain,  he  cry'd,  my  courage  you  retrain  j 
My  foul's  on  fire,  and  you  but  plead  in  vain. 
Halle — let  us  go — He  faid — and  rais'd  the  guard  ; 
By  turns  their  vacant  ports  the  centries  fhar'd.  300 

With  eager  fpeed  the  gen'rous  warriors  went, 
Inflam'd  with  glory,  to  the  royal  tent. 

In  filence  hufh'd  the  whole  creation  lay. 
And  loil  in  Deep  the  labours  of  the  day. 
Not  fo  the  chiefs  of  Ilion,  who  debate  305 

In  folemn  council  on  th'  endanger'd  flate  ; 
Propp'd  on  their  fpears,  their  bucklers  in  their  hand. 
Amid  the  camp  the  hoary  fathers  ftand. 
And  vote  an  inftant  meffage  may  be  fent 
To  their  great  chief,  their  ruin  to  prevent.  310 

The  friends  now  beg  admiffion  of  the  court. 
The  bufmefs  arduous,  and  of  high  import. 
The  prince  commands  them  to  inform  the  train  j 
And  iirft  bade  Nifus  fpeak,  who  thus  began  ; 

Attend,  nor  judge,  ye  venerable  peers  !  31^ 

Our  bold  adventure  by  cur  tender  years. 
As  yonder  bands  in  fleep  and  wine  are  drown'd, 
Vv'e,  by  kind  chance,  a  fecret  path  have  found, 

P  3  Clofe 
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Clofe  by  the  gate,  that  near  the  ocean  lies ; 

The  fires  are  thinn'd,  and  clouds  of  fmoke  arife.     320 

If  you  permit,  fince  fair  occafion  calls. 

Safe  can  we  pierce  to  great  Evander's  walls. 

Soon  fhall  our  mighty  chief  appear  again, 

Adorn'd  with  fpoils,  and  llriding  o'er  the  flain. 

Lord  of  the  field  ;  nor  can  we  mifs  the  road,  325 

But  know  the  various  windings  of  the  flood ; 

For,  as  we  hunt,  we  fee  the  turrets  rife. 

Peep  o'er  the  vales,  and  dance  before  our  eyes. 

Then  thus  Alethes,  an  illuilrious  fage, 
Renown'd  for  wifdom,  and  rever'd  for  age:  330 

Ev'n  yet,  ye  guardian  gods,  your  pow'rs  divine 
Will  fpare  the  rclicks  of  the  Trojan  line. 
Since  you  the  bofoms  of  our  youths  infpire 
With  fuch  high  courage,  fuch  determin'd  fire. 
Then  in  his  arms  the  boys  by  turns  he  took  335 

With  tears  of  joy  ;  and  panting,  thus  befpoke  : 
Oh  !  what  rewards,  brave  youths,  can  be  decreed. 
What  honours,  equal  to  fo  great  a  deed  ? 
The  befl  and  faireft,  all  th'  applauding  fky. 
And  your  own  confcious  virtue,  fhallfupply;  3^0 

The  next,  our  great  ^neas  will  beftow. 
And  young  Afcanius'  riper  years  fhall  owe. 
Whatever  boon  fuch  merit  can  receive. 
The  friend,  the  monarch,  and  the  man,  will  give. 

And  I,  brave  Nifu.s !  crys  the  royal  boy,  345 

Swear  by  the  facred  guardian  pow'rs  of  Troy, 
My  hopes,  my  fortunes,  are  repos'd  in  you  ; 
Go  then,  your  gen'rous  enterprize  purfue. 

Oh! 
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Oh !  to  thefe  longing  eyes  my  fire  reftore  ; 

From  that  blell  hour  my  forrows  are  no  more.         350 

Two  filver  bouls,  whofe  ample  margins  fhine. 

All  rais'd  with  coftly  fculpture,  Ihall  be  thine ; 

The  fame  my  conqu'ring  father  brought  away. 

When  low  in  dufl  the  fair  Arifba  lay  : 

Two  glitt'ring  tripods,  beauteous  to  behold,  355 

And  two  large  talents  of  the  purefl  gold : 

With  thefe  a  goblet,  which  the  queen  of  Tyre 

Bellnw'd  in  Carthage  on  my  royal  fire. 

Arid,  when  thefe  vanquifti'd  kingdoms  are  our  own ; 

When  my  great  father  mounts  the  Latian  throne  j  360 

When  our  viiflorious  hods  by  lot  fliall  fhare 

The  rich  rewards,  and  glorious  fpoils,  of  war; 

What  late  thou  faw'ft  when  Turnus  took  the  field. 

His  prancing  courfer,  helm,  and  golden  (hield ; 

That  courfer,  ihield,  and  helm,  of  fkill  divine,       365 

Exempt  from  lot,  brave  Nifus,  fhall  be  thine. 

My  fire  wiU  give  twelve  captives  with  their  arms ; 

Yet  more — twelve  females  of  diftinguifh'd  charms; 

And,  to  complete  the  whole,  the  v.ide  domain 

Of  the  great  Latian  lord,  a  boundlefs  plain.  370 

But  thee,  dear  youth,  not  yet  to  manhood  grown, 

Whofe  years  but  juft  advance  before  my  own. 

No  fortune  henceforth  fi-om  my  foal  fliall  part. 

Still  at  my  fide,  and  ever  at  my  heart. 

My  dangers,  glories,  counfels,  thoughts,  to  ftiare  ;  375 

My  friend  in  peace,  my  brother  in  the  war  ! 

All,  all  my  life,  replies  the  youth,  fhall  aim. 
Like  this  one  hour,  at  everlafHng  fame. 

P  4  Though 
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Though  fortune  only  our  attempt  can  blefs. 

Yet  flill  my  courage  fhall  deferve  fuccefs.  380 

But  one  reward  I  afk,  before  I  go. 

The  greatell  I  can  afk,  or  you  beftow. 

My  mother,  tender,  pious,  fond,  and  good. 

Sprung,  like  thy  own,  from  Priam's  royal  blood ; 

Such  was  her  los^e,  fhe  left  her  native  Troy,  385 

And  fair  Trinacria,  for  her  darling  boy; 

And  fuch  is  mine,  that  I  muft  keep  unknown 

From  her,  the  danger  of  fo  dear  a  fon  : 

To  fpare  her  angui£h,  lo  :   i  quit  the  place 

Without  one  parting  klfs,  one  lail  embrace  !  390 

By  night,  and  that  refpefted  hand,  I  fwear. 

Her  melting  tears  are  more  than  I  can  bear  ! 

For  her,  good  prince,  your  pity  I  implore ; 

Support  her,  childlcfs ;  and  relieve  her,  poor ; 

Oh  !  let  her,  let  her  find  (when  I  am  gone),  395 

In  you,  a  friend,  a  guardian,  and  a  fon  ! 

With  that  dear  liope,  emboiden'd  fhall  1  go^ 

Brave  ev'ry  danger,  and  defy  the  foe. 

Charm'd  with  his  virtue,  all  the  Trojan  peers. 
But  more  than  all,  Afcanius  melts  in  tears,  400 

To  fee  the  forrows  of  a  duteous  fon. 
And  filial  love,  a  love  fo  like  his  own. 
I  promife  all,  heroic  }Outh  !  he  faid. 
That  to  fuch  matchlefs  valour  can  be  paid ; 
To  me,  thy  mother  ftill  ihall  be  the  fame  405 

Creiifa  was,  and  only  want  the  name. 
Let  fortune  good  or  ill  fuccefs  decree ; 
'Tis  merit,  fore,  to  bear  a  fon  like  thee  ! 

Now 
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Now  by  my  head,  my  father's  oath,  I  vow, 
Whate'er  rewards  I  purpofc  to  bellow,  410 

When  fafe  return'd,  on  thee,  the  fame  fhall  grace 
Thy  mother,  and  tliy  whole  fjrviving  race. 

So  fpoke  the  prince ;  and,  weeping  at  the  word. 
Gave  to  the  pious  youth  his  collly  fword : 
The  fword  with  wond'rous  art  Lycaon  made  ;         415 
An  ivory  fcabbard  fheath'd  the  Paining  blade. 
To  Nifus,  Mneftheus  gave  a  lion's  hide ; 
And  a  new  helm  Alethes'  care  fupply'd. 
Thus  arm'd,  they  quit  the  teat ;  th'  afiembly  waits. 
With  high  applaufe,  their  progrefs  to  the  gates.      420 
Mature  in  wifdom,  far  above  his  years. 
The  fair  Idlus  in  the  train  appears. 
And  fends  his  father  many  an  ardent  pray'r  ; 
All  loft  in  wind,  and  fcatter'd  wide  in  air  1 

Now,  favour'd  by  the  fliade,  the  warriors  go,     ^25 
Pafs  the  deep  trenches,  and  invade  the  foe. 
But,  ere  their  dang'rous  enterprize  is  o'er, 
With  what  large  flaugliter  fhall  they  bathe  the  fhcre ! 
All  drench'd  in  wine  and  fleep,  lie  llretch'd  around. 
The  carelefs  fcldiers  on  the  verdant  ground,  430 

Amid  a  pile  of  traces,  wheels  and  re.ns. 
And  empty  cars,  incumbring  all  the  plains. 
Here  lie  the  fcatter'd  arms  ;  the  goblets  there ; 
A  mad  confuilon  of  debauch  and  war. 

Now,  now,  cries  Nifus  firft,  thy  courage  call;    43; 
The  place,  the  hour,  my  friend,  demands  it  all. 
Here  lies  our  road  :  while  I  the  paffage  find. 
Stay  thou,  and  cautious  watch  the  foe  behind. 

From 
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From  fide  to  fide,  whole  fquadrons  will  I  flay. 

Thro'  death  and  horrors  op'ning  wide  thy  way.       440 

With  that,  the  youth  in  filence  drew  his  fword. 
And  ftabb'd  proud  Rhamnes,  a  diftinguifh'd  lord ; 
In  ev'ry  deep  prophetic  art  approv'd, 
A  king  and  augur,  and  by  Turnus  lov'd. 
On  the  rich  couch  in  ilumbers  deep  he  lay,  44- 

And,  labouring,  flept  the  full  debauch  away. 
The  fate  of  others  he  had  Itill  forefliown. 
But  fail'd,  unhappy  1   to  prevent  his  own. 

Then  on  the  'fquire  of  Remus  fierce  he  flew. 
And,  as  they  flept,  his  three  attendants  flew.  450 

The  driver  next ;  and  cut  his  neck  in  twain, 
As,  midft  the  fleeds,  he  flumber'd  on  the  plain  ; 
La!t  on  their  lord  employ'd  the  deadly  fteel ; 
Swift  flew  the  head  ;  and  mutter'd  as  it  fell. 
The  purple  blood  diflains  the  couch  around  ;  4^^ 

The  welt'ring  trunk  lies  beating  on  the  ground. 
Next  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  meet  their  doom  : 
Serranus  lall:,  in  all  his  fpiightly  bloom  : 
By  the  large  draught  o'erpow'r'd,  outilretch'd  he  lav,  ■) 
Full  half  the  night  already  fpent  in  play  ;  460  [. 

Far  happier  had  it  been,  if  lengthen'd  to  the  day.      j 

Thus  o'er  th'  unguarded  fence  by  hunger  bold. 
Springs  the  grim  lion,  and  invades  the  fold. 
All  dreadful,  growling  in  the  midnight  hours. 
The  trembling  flock  he  murders  and  devours ;         465 
WJiile  wrapt  in  filence  lies  the  fleecy  brood. 
The  favage  rages  in  a  foam  of  blood. 

Nor 
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Nor  with  lefs  rage  Euryalus  employ'd 
The  dead'y  fword  ;  but  namelefs  crouds  deftroy'd. 
Hebefus,  Fadus,  as  they  (lept,  he  goar'd  ;  470 

But  wakeful  Rhasfus  faw  the  flaught'ring  fword  : 
Behind  a  goblet  he  retir'd  in  vain ; 
For  as  the  foe,  detefted,  rofe  again. 
The  furious  youth,  with  all  his  force  impreft, 
Plung'd  the  whole  fword,  deep-bury'd  in  liisbreafl: ;  47^ 
With  blended  v.ine  and  blood,  tlie  ground  was  dy'd ; 
The  purple  foul  came  floating  in  the  tide. 

So  vents  the  youth  his  vengeance  on  his  foes. 
And  fcatters  death  and  flaughter  as  he  goes. 
Now  when  to  brave  MefTapus'  tents  they  came,       480 
The  fires  juft  glimmer'd  with  a  quiv'ring  flame. 
The  train  lie  fcatter'd,  while  the  iieeds,  unbound, 
pxpatiate  wide,  and  graze  the  verdant  ground. 
Then  Nifus  warn'd  him  ;  for  he  faw  the  boy 
Too  fierce  for  blood,  too  eager  to  defircy  ;  485 

Enough  of  death^-our  fvvords  liave  hew'd  the  way— • 
We  ftard  detected  by  the  dawning  day. 

They  part;  and  leave,  in  piles  confus'dly  roll'd. 
Bright  arms,  embroider'd  robes,  and  bowls  of  gold. 
But  yet  the  fond  Euryalus  would  ftay,  4^)0 

Refolv'd  to  feize  one  rich  diilinguiui'd  prey ; 
The  fhining  trappings  Rhamnes'  courfers  bore. 
And  the  broad  golden  belt  the  monarch  wore, 
Qf  old,  to  Remulus  was  fent  the  prize 
By  C^dicus,  the  pledge  of  focial  ties  ;  495 

Which  v/ith  liis  grandfon  at  his  death  remain'd. 


And  lafl  bv  \\'ar  the  fierce  Rutulians  jrain'd. 

-   -■  '  -  O 


This 
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This  belt  he  bore,  exulcing,  from  the  plain. 
And  in  gay  triumph  wore,  but  wore  in  vain  I 
Next,  with  JVieuapus'  helm,  his  brows  he  fpread,   500 
Adom'd  with  plumes,  that  nodded  o'er  his  head. 
Then,  Hufli'd  with  flaughter  and  the  glorious  prey. 
They  quit  the  camp,  and  feek  a  fafer  way. 
Meantime,  tlie  Dauni  in  hero  to  lupport, 
Advanc'd  a  legion  from  the  Latian  court;  505 

Three  hundred  horfe,  while  flow  the  foot  fucceed. 
Fly  fwift  before,  with  Volfcens  at  their  head. 
Now  to  the  camp  the  warriors  bend  their  way. 
And,  on  the  left,  tlie  haplcfs  youths  furvey. 
Euryalus'  bright  helm  the  pair  betray'd,  5  i  o 

On  which  the  moon  in  all  her  glory  play'd. 
'  ris  not  for  nought,  thofe  ycudis  appear  ;  declare 
(Cries  the  ftern  gen'ral)  who,  and  whence  you  arej 
And  whither  bound  ;  and  wherefore  arm'd  for  war  . 
Nought  tiiey  reply,  but  took  their  fuddcn  flight      5  1 5 
To  the  thick  forefl:s,  and  the  fliades  of  night. 
But  the  fierce  warriors  fpurr'd  their  fteeds,  and  flood 
All  round,  to  gr.ard  the-  op'nings  of  the  wood. 
O'ergfown  and  wild,  the  darkfome  forefl  lay. 
And  trees  and  brakes  perplex'd  the  winding  way.   520 
liither,  incumber'd  with  Ins  gaudy  prize,  ~i 

Diflrefs'd  Euryalus  for  flielter  flies  j  > 

But  mifs'd  the  turnings,  in  his  wild  furprize.  3 

Not  fo,  fwift  Nifjs,  who  the  foes  declin'd, 
Nf»r  knew  th'  endanger'd  boy  was  left  behind  ;        525 
Beyond  the  once-fam'd  Alban  fields  he  fled, 
VV'here  die  fleet  courfcrs  of  Latinus  fed. 

There 
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There  flood  the  mournful  youth  ;  and  from  the  plain, 

Caft  a  long  look,  to  find  his  friend,  in  vain  ! 

Where  is  Euryalus,  my  only  joy?  530 

Where  fhall  I  find  (he  cry'd)  the  haplefs  boy  ? 

Then  he  retrac'd  his  former  fceps,  and  trod. 

Once  more,  the  winding  mazes  of  the  wood. 

The  trampling  fleeds  and  warriors  pour  behind. 

And  the  loud  cries  come  thick  in  ev'ry  wind.  535 

Here,  while  he  paus'd,  a  general  fhout  he  heard; 

And  lo  !  his  lov'd  Euryalus  appear'd. 

Surrounded  by  tiie  foe  ;  the  gloomy  night. 

And  pathlefs  thickets,  intercept  his  flight. 

With  joyful  clamours  croud  the  gath'ring  train        5_}.o 

Around  the  captive,  who  refifts  in  vain. 

What  can  his  friend  attempt,  what  moans  employ. 

What  arms,  what  fuccours,  to  redeem  the  boy  ? 

Or  through  th'  embattled  fquadrons  fliall  he  fly. 

And,  prelt  by  hoflile  numbers,  nobly  die?  545 

Then  on  the  moon  he  caft  a  mournful  look. 

And  in  his  hand  the  pointed  jav'lin  fhook  ; 

Great  guardian  goddcfs  of  the  woods  !   (he  cries) 

Pride  of  the  fliars,  and  emprefs  of  the  lliies ! 

If  e'er  with  gifts  my  father  hurig  thy  flirine  550 

For  his  dear  fon,  and  fought  thy  pow'r  divine, 

Or  I  increas'd  them  with  my  fylvan  toils. 

And  grac'd  thy  facred  roof  VN/ith  favage  fpcils ; 

Direft  my  lance,  nor  let  it  fly  in  vain. 

But,  wing'd  with  death,  difperfe  the  hofule  train.   555 

This  faid ;  with  all  his  ftrength  the  fpear  he  threw ; 

Swift  throwgh  the  parting  ftiade  the  weapon  flew. 

In 
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In  Sulmo's  hack  the  point  all-quiv'ring  flood> 

And  pierc'd  his  heart,  but  left  tlie  broken  wood. 

He  pour'd  a  purple  flood,  as  prone  he  lay;  560 

While  in  thick  fobs  he  gafp'd  his  foul  away. 

The  crouds  gaze  round ;  when  lo  !  a  fecond  flies. 

Fierce  as  the  firlt,  and  flngs  along  the  fkies. 

Through  Tagus'  temples,  o'er  the  fhrinking  train. 

It  flew,  and  funk  deep-bury 'd  in  the  brain.  565 

Now,  mad  for  vengeance,  Volfcens  florm'd,  nor  found 

T\\e  daring  autlior  of  the  dillant  wound  : 

But  thy  curft  blood  fhall  pay  for  both^  he  faid; 

Then  rufh'd  impetuous  with  the  flaming  blade 

Againil  the  trembling  boy — with  wild  affright,        ^70 

All  pale,  confus'd,  dillraded  at  the  fight. 

From  his  clofe  covert  Nifas  rufli'd  in  view. 

And  fent  his  voice  before  him  as  he  flew : 

Me,  me,  to  me  alone,  your  rage  confine  j 

Here  (heath  your  javelins ;  all  the  guilt  was  mine.  575 

By  yon  bright  liars,  by  each  immortal  god. 

His  hands,  liis  thoughts,  are  innocent  of  blood  ! 

Nor  could,  nor  durll;  the  boy  the  deed  intend ; 

His  only  crime  (and  oh  I  can  that  offend  ?) 

Was  too  much  love  to  his  unhappy  friend  !  5  80 

III  vain  he  fpoke,  for  ah  !  the  fword,  addreft 
With  ruthlefs  rage,  had  pierc'd  his  lovely  breaft. 
With  blood  liis  fnowy  limbs  are  purpled  o'er. 
And,  pale  in  death,  he  welters  in  his  gore. 
As  a  gay  flow'r,  with  blooming  beauties  crown'd,  585 
Cut  by  the  lliare,  lies  languid  on  the  ground; 

Or 
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Or  fome  tall  poppy,  that  o'er-charg'd  with  rain 

Bends  the  faint  head,  and  finks  upon  the  plain; 

So  fair,  fo  languifhingly  fweet  he  lies. 

His  head  declin'd  and  drooping,  as  he  dies  !  590 

Now  midfl:  the  foe,  diltradled  Nifas  flew ; 
Volfcens,  and  him  alone,  he  keeps  in  view. 
The  gath'ring  train  the  furious  youth  furround ; 
Dart  follows  dart,  and  wound  fucceeds  to  wound ; 
All,  all,  unfelt;  he  feeks  their  guilty  lord;  595 

In  fiery  circles  flies  his  thund'ring  fword ; 
Nor  ceas'd,  but  found,  at  length,  the  defHn'd  way; 
And,  bury'd  in  his  mouth,  the  faukhion  lay. 
Thus  cover'd  o'er  with  wounds  on  ev'ry  fide. 
Brave  Nifus  flew  the  murd'rer  as  he  dy'd;  600 

Then,  on  the  dear  Euryalus  his  breaft. 
Sunk  down,  and  flumber'd  in  eternal  refl:. 

Hail,  happy  pair  !  if  fame  our  verfe  can  give. 
From  age  to  age,  your  memory  ftiall  live ; 
Long  as  th'  imperial  Capitol  ftiall  fland,  605 

Or  Rome's  majeftic  lord  the  conquer'd  world  command ! 

The  viftors  firft  divide  die  gaudy  prey ; 
Then  to  the  camp  their  breathlefs  chief  convey : 
There  too  a  fcene  of  gen'ral  grief  appears ;  609 

There,  crouds  of  flaughter'd  princes  claim  their  tears. 
Stretch 'd  o'er  the  plain  their  haplefs  friends  they  found. 
Some  pale,  in  death,  fome  gafping  on  the  ground. 
With  copious  flaughter  all  the  field  v/as  dy'd. 
And  Hreams  of  gore  run  thick  on  ev'ry  fide. 
All  knew  the  belt  and  helm  divinely  wrought;         615 
But  mourn  die  fatal  prize,  fo  dearly  bought. 

Now, 
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Now,  dappled  Hreaks  of  light  Aurora  fhed. 
And  ruddy  rofe  from  Tithon's  faliron  bed  : 
Then  fiery  Phoebus,  with  his  golden  ray, 
Pour'd  o'er  the  op'ning  world  a  flood  of  day.  620 

When  furious  Turnus  gave  the  loud  alarms ; 
Firft  arm'd  himftlf ;  then  call'd  the  hofl:  to  arms. 
The  chiefs  their  foldiers  to  the  field  excite. 
Inflame  their  rage,  and  lead  them  to  the  fight. 
On  pointed  fpears,  a  dreadful  fight !  they  bore       625 
The  heads  of  both  the  haplefs  youths,  before; 
With  barb'rous  joy  furvey  the  bloody  prize. 
And  fliout,  and  follow  with  triumphant  cries. 

The  Trojans,  on  the  left,  fuibun  the  fight 
From  their  high  walls  j  the  river  guards  the  right.  630 
They  line  the  trenches,  and  the  tow'rs  maintain ; 
Thick  on  the  ramparts  ftand  the  penfive  train. 
And  know  the  heads  too  well,  though  cover'd  o'er 
With  fanguine  ftains,  and  all  deform'd  wich  gore. 

Now  to  the  mother's  ears  the  news  had  fled,        635 
Her  fon,  her  dear  Euryalus,  was  dead  : 
The  vital  warmth  her  trembling  limbs  forfook. 
She  dropp'd  the  fliuttle,  and  with  horror  fliook ; 
With  hair  diuievell'd  from  the  walls  ftie  flies. 
And  rends  the  air  with  agonizing  cries ;  640 

Creaks  through  the  foremoft  troops  in  wild  defpair. 
Nor  heeds  the  darts,  or  dangers  of  the  war. 

And  is  it  thus,  the  comfort  of  my  years. 
Thus,  thu5,  my  dear  Euryalus  appears  ? 
And  could'fl  thou  fly,  my  child,  to  certain  harms?  645 
To  death  (oh  cruel !)  from  thy  mother's  arms  ? 

So 
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So  fond  a  mother  ? — nor  thy  purpofe  tell  ? 

Nor  let  me  take  my  laft,  my  fad,  farewell  ? 

A  prey  to  dogs,  alas !  thy  body  lies. 

And  ev'ry  fowl  that  wings  the  Latian  fkies,  I  65© 

Nor  did  thy  motlier  clofe  thy  eves  in  death, 

Compofe  thy  limbs,  nor  catch  thy  parting  breath  ; 

Nor  bathe  thy  gaping  wounds,  nor  cleanfc  the  gore. 

Nor  throw  the  rich  embroider'd  mantle  o'er ; 

The  work  that  charm'd  the  cares  of  age  awa}',         655 

My  taflc  all  niglit,  my  labour  all  the  day ; 

The  robe  I  wove,  thy  abfence  to  fuilain. 

For  thee,  my  child; — but  wove,  alas !  in  vain. 

Where  fliall  I  find  thee  now  ?  what  land  contains 

Thy  mangled  members  and  thy  dear  remains  ?         660 

How  on  thy  face  tliefe  longing  eyes  I  fed  ! 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  living  is  the  dead  ! 

For  that,  o'er  lands  and  oceans  have  I  gone  ? 

Is  that,  the  fole  fad  relick  of  my  fon? 

That  bloody  ball ! — No  more  I — ye  foes  of  Trdy>  665 

Come  all,  a  poor  abandon'd  wretch  dellroy ; 

Here,  here,  direft,  in  pity;  ev'ry  dart. 

Plant  ev'ry  jav'lin  in  this  breaking  heart  : 

Or  with  thy  bolts,  O  Jove  !  conclude  my  woe, 

And  plunge  me  flaming  to  the  fhades  below.  670 

Strike — and  I'll  blefs  the  ftroke,  that  fets  m.e  free; 

'Tis  eafe,  'tis  mercy,  to  a  wretch  like  me  ! 

Her  loud  complaints  the  melting  Trojans  hear. 
Sigh  back  her  fighs,  and  anfwer  tear  for  tear. 
Their  courage  flackcns ;  and  the  frantic  dame  d']^ 

With  her  wild  anguifli  damps  the  martial  flame. 

V:jl.  LIII.  CL  JBut 
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But  young  Afcanius,  while  his  forrows  flow. 

And  his  full  eyes  indulge  the  gu(h  of  woe. 

With  great  Ilioneus,  commands  the  train 

To  bear  the  matron  to  her  tent  again.  680 

Now  the  flirill  trumpet's  dreadful  voice  from  far. 
With  piercing  clangors  animates  the  war. 
The  troops  rufh  on ;  the  deaPning  clamours  rife. 
And  the  long  fliouts  run  echoing  round  the  fkies. 
Strait,  in  a  fhell,  their  fhields  the  Volfcians  threw  ;  685 
And  the  clofe  cohorts  march,  conceal'd  from  view. 
To  fill  the  trenches  which  the  camp  furround. 
And  tug  th'  afpiring  bulwarks  to  the  ground. 
Where  thinly  rang'd  appear  the  opening  pow'rs. 
They  fix  their  fcaling  engines  in  the  tow'rs.  690 

From  far  the  Trojans  miffive  weapons  throw. 
And  with  tough  poles  repel  the  rifing  foe  ; 
Thus  wont,  of  old,  th'  advancing  Greeks  to  dare. 
And  guard  the  ramparts  in  their  ten  years  war. 
Long  with  huge  pointed  ftones,  they  ftrove  in  vain,  695 
To  burft  the  cov'ring  of  the  hofllle  train. 
Yet  ftill  the  bands  maintain  the  fight,  below 
The  brazen  concave,  and  defy  the  foe. 
At  lengtli  th^  Trojans  witli  a  mighty  (hock, 
Roll'd  down  a  pond'rous  fragment  of  a  rock  ;  700 

Full  where  the  thick-embody 'd  fquadron  fpreads, 
Th'  enormous  mafs  came  thund'ring  on  their  heads. 
Broke  through  the  Ihining  arch,  and  crufh'd  the  train ; 
And  with  a  length  of  flaughter  fmok'd  the  plain. 
In  tiiis  blind  fight  no  more  the  foes  engage,  705 

But  with  their  darts  a  diitant  combat  wage. 

There 
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There  with  a  blazing  pine  Mezentius  came. 
And  toft  within  the  works  the  dreadful  flame  ; 
Tremendous  chief! — while  bold  Meflapus  calls 
To  fcale  the  tow'rs ;  and  thunders  at  the  walls.       7 1  o 

Ye  facred  nine,  infpire  me  to  record 
What  numbers  fell  by  Turnus'  flaught'ring  fword. 
What  foes  each  hero  plung'd  to  heil,  declare. 
Each  death  difplay,  and  open  all  the  war  ! 
Thofe  mighty  deeds  which  you  alone  can  know,      715 
Repeat,  ye  mufes  !  to  the  world  below. 

Full  o'er  the  wall  a  turret  rofe  on  high. 
Stage  above  ftage,  unrivall'd,  to  the  flcy. 
This  fort  to  gain,  the  Latians  bend  their  care. 
Point  their  full  ftrength,  their  whole  collefied  war..720 
Yaft  fragments  from  above  the  Trojans  throw. 
And  through  the  walls  their  jav'Iins  gaul  the  foe. 
A  blazing  torch  the  mighty  Turnus  flung  ; 
Clofe  to  the  fides  the  flaming  mifcliief  hung ; 
Then,  thund'ring  through  the  planlcs,  in  furj'  grew,  725 
Swell'd  in  the  wind,  and  round  the  ftruclure  flew. 
With  headlong  fpeed  th'  imprifon'd  troops  retire, 
Throng'd  in  huge  heaps,  before  the  fpreading  Are. 
While  on  one  fide  their  weight  incumbent  lay. 
The  beams  all  burft,  the  crackling  walls  give  way,  730 
The  pond'rous  pile  comes  tumbling  to  the  ground. 
And  all  Olympus  trembled  at  tlie  found. 
With  the  proud  ftrufture  fall  the  Trojan  train, 
Wrapp'd  in  the  fmoky  ruins,  to  the  plain. 
Their  fouls  crufli'd  out,  the  warriors  bury'd  lie  ;     735 
Or  on  tlie  points  of  their  own  lances  die. 

0^2  Sav'd 
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Sav'd  from  the  general  fate,  but  tvyo  remain> 

And  ah  !  thofe  haplcfs  two  were  fa\''d  in  vain  ! 

Unblefs'd  Helenor,  moft  advanc'd  in  years. 

At  once  encompall  by  the  foe  appears ;  -40 

Him  to  the  Lydian  king,  his  beauteous  Have 

Lycimnia  bore  ;  unfortunately  brave. 

Though  born  of  fervile  blood,  the  gen'rous  boy 

In  arms  forbidden  fought  the  wars  of  Troy. 

With  glory  fir'd  he  took  the  dang'rous  field  ;  -^5 

Light  was  Ills  fword  ;  and  unadorn'd  his  ihield. 

At  firft  with  wild  furprife  the  youth  defcry'd 

The  gath'ring  Latian  troops  on  ev'ry  fide  ; 

Then  (bent  on  death)  where  thick  the  javlins  rife. 

Fierce  on  the  clofe  embattled  war  he  flies.  J50 

So  the  ftern  favage,  whom  the  train  furrounds 

Of  fhouting  hunters,  Iteeds,  and  op'ning  hounds. 

On  death  determin'd,  and  devoid  of  fears. 

Springs  forth  undaunted  on  a  gro\'e  of  fpears. 

But  fwifter  Lycus  urg'd  his  rapid  way,  755 

Though  jav'lins  hifs,  and  fwords  around  him  play  ; 

Flies  to  the  walls  and  battlements  again. 

Leaps  high,  and  reaches  at  his  friends  in  vain. 

For  clofe  behind  the  furious  Turnus  flew  : 

Fool  !  couldfl:  thou  hope  to  'fcape  when  I  purfue,    760 

Though  fv.'ifter  than  the  wind  r    (aloud  he  cries) 

Then  by  the  foot  he  feiz'd  his  trembling  prize  ; 

And,  as  he  hung  aloft  in  dire  difmay, 

Tugg'd  him  with  half  the  fliatter'd  wall  away. 

So  Jove's  imperial  bird,  through  fieldi  of  air,  765 

Snatches  the  fnowy  fwan  or  quiv'ring  hare  : 

So 
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So  the  grim  prowling  wolf,  amidfl  her  play. 

Leaps  on  the  lamb,  and  rends  the  tender  prey ; 

Wild  roams  the  bleating  mother  round  the  plain. 

Seeks,  and  laments  her  flaughter'd  child  in  vain.     770 

Now  with  loud  fhouts  they  rend  the  tortur'd  air. 

Fill  the  deep  trench,  and  lay  the  bulwarks  bare. 

Some  load  with  hoftile  fires  their  vengeful  hands. 

And  at  the  turrets  tofs  the  blazing  brands. 

As  to  the  gates  the  bold  Lucetius  came,  775 

Tow'r'd  in  the  front,  and  fhook  the  waving  flame  ; 

The  great  Ilioneus  with  vigour  threw 

A  rocky  fragment,  and  the  warrior  flew. 

Young  Liger's  certain  fpear,  Emation  fped ; 

Afylas'  fliaft  laid  Chorlnsus  dead.  780 

Ortygius  bleeds  by  Csneus'  fatal  fteel, 

But  by  great  Turnus'  hand  the  viiflor  fell ; 

Clonius  with  him,  and  Dioxippus  falls. 

And  haplefs  Idas,  while  he  guards  the  walls. 

Sagar,  the  next,  with  Promulus  was  flain  ;  78^ 

And  Capys  ftretch'd  Privernus  on  the  plain  ; 

Firft  nightly  wounded  by  Themilla's  dart ; 

(The  fhield  thrown  by)  to  mitigate  the  fniart. 

His  hand  the  warrior  to  the  wound  apply'd ; 

Swift  flew  the  fecond  dart,  andnail'd  it  to  his  fide  :  790 

Its  fatal  courfe  through  all  his  vitals  held  j 

And  the  pale  corfe  lay  panting  on  the  field. 

All-bright  in  arms,  the  fon  of  Arcens  flood. 
Bred  in  the  grove  of  Mars  the  warrior  god ; 
From  where  Palicus'  loaded  altars  flame,  795 

In  gold  and  purple  gay,  the  blooming  hero  came. 

Q^j  Mezen- 
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Mezentius  mark'd  him,  as  he  tow'r'd  on  high  ; 
Then  feiz'd  a  fling,  and  laid  the  jav'lin  by  ; 
Thrice  whirl'd  around,  the  vvhiftling  bullet  threw ; 
The  glowing  metal  melted  as  it  flew ;  800 

Through  both  his  temples  cut  its  dreadful  way  ; 
And,  roird  in  duil,  the  beauteous  warrior  lay. 

Then  iirfl  in  nght  the  young  Afcanius  bore 
His  bow ;  employed  on  beaib  alone  before. 
His  vengeful  fliafts  a  royal  viftim  found,  805 

And  ftretch'd  the  bold  Numanus  on  the  ground. 
Not  long  befo.e  the  haughty  chief  had  led 
Brave  Tur.  us'  filler  to  his  bridal  bed  : 
Now,  of  his  high  alliance  vain  and  proud. 
He  flialks  before  the  troops,  and  vaunts  aloud :        8iq 

Wha.t  fliame,  ye  Phrygians,  ye  twice-vanquifti'd  train. 
To  lie  beh-aguer'd  in  your  walls  again  ! 
All  pale  and  trembling,  in  yon  tow'rs  to  wait ! 
That  rife,  ye  cowards,  between  you  and  fate  ! 
Brave  chiefs !  bold  heroes  thefe  ! — who  come  fo  far  815 
To  gain  their  brides  by  violence  and  war  ! 
From  Troy  what  god,  what  madnefs,  call'd  you  o'er. 
To  fall  and  perifn  on  a  foreign  fliore  ? 
Far  other  foes  than  Atreus'  fons  appear ; 
No  crafty  talking  Ithacus  is  here.  820 

We  plunge  our  infants  in  the  hard'ning  flreams. 
And  feafon  in  the  froft  their  tender  limbs. 
Our  boys  the  forefl  range,  and  lead  the  courfe. 
Bend  the  tough  bow,  and  break  the  prancing  horfe. 
Long  thlrft^,  long  hunger,  our  bold  youths  can  bear,  825 
Plough,  fight,  or  fliakc  embaiUcd  towns  with  war. 

We 
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We  live  in  fteel ;  in  arms  our  hinds  appear ; 
And  the  turn'd  jav'lin  goads  the  kb'ring  fteer. 
Nor  flags  our  gen'rous  warmth^  by  years  declin'd; 
Still  flames  the  noble  ardour  of  tlie  mind.  830 

Ev'n  the  grave  fire  with  martial  vigour  glows. 
And  crufhes  with  the  cafqae  his  hoary  brows. 
All,  all,  engag'd  alike  in  warlike  toils, 
Subfiil  on  rapine,  and  divide  the  fpoils. 
While  you,  the  fugitives,  the  dregs  of  Troy,  835 

Your  hours  in  pleafures,  and  the  dance  employ : 
Warm  purple  robes  defend  (ye  dailard  bands ! ) 
Your  heartlefs  breafls  and  unperforming  hands. 
Your  female  fouls  the  manly  form  difgrace— 
Hence  then,  ye  women,  to  your  native  place—      840 
Hence — to  your  Phrygian  Dindymus  away ! — 
With  eunuchs  there  on  pipes  and  timbrels  play ! 
Go — the  great  mother's  rites  attend  you  there— 
But  leave  to  men  the  bus'nefs  of  the  war. 

Thus  w]-ule  he  fpoke  in  fcornful  ftrains,  no  more  845 
The  young  Afcanius  the  proud  boafler  bore. 
He  fits  an  arrow  to  the  well-ftrung  bow ; 
But  firft  to  Jove  addrefs'd  his  folemn  vow: 
My  bold  attempt,  almighty  fire,  fucceed ; 
A  milk-white  heifer  at  thy  fiirine  fhall  bleed;  850 

Majeftic  (hall  he  ftalk,  and  paw  the  ground, 
Pufh  wiih  his  gilded  horns,  and  fpurn  the  fands  around. 

He  faid— and,  to  the  left,  the  fire  on  high 
RoU'd  the  big  thunder  through  an  azure  fky. 
At  once  his  twanging  bow  Afcanius  drew,  855 

And,  hilling  fierce,  the  feadicr'd  arrow  flcv/; 

0^4  Nor 
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Nor  flew  the  winged  wrathful  fliaft  in  vain. 

But  pierc'd  his  head,  a:id  ftung  him  to  the  brain. 

Go — and  once  more  a  valiant  race  defy  ! 

Thus  the  twice-vanquifird  Phrygians,  tlius  reply.    860 

No  more  he  faid ; — loud  flioiiti  and  clamours  rife ; 

And  tranfport  lifts  the  Trojans  to  the  fkies. 

High  on  a  cloud,  inthron'd  in  open  air, 
Apollo  fat,  and  thence  furvey'd  the  war. 
Then  to  the  conqu'iing  royal  boy  he  cries ;  865 

Rife,  glorious  youths j  in  valour  ever  rife; 
Rife  thus  in  time  to  heav'n's  fupreme  abodes. 
The  fon,  and  father,  of  a  race  of  gods ! 
Who,  great  in  arms,  vi^lorious  by  their  fwords. 
Shall  rule  maiikind,  the  world's  majeftic  lords !        870 
Go — mount  from  fjme  to  fame,  aufpicious  boy; 
Proceed,  and  fcorn  the  narrow  bounds  of  Troy  ! 

He  faid ;  then  down  th'  ethereal  road  he  flies 
With  rapid  fpeed,  and  cleaves  the  liquid  fkics ; 
Aflfumes  old  Butes'  figure  and  attire,  875 

Anchifes'  long-try'd  friend  and  faithful  'fquire 
In  fields  of  old;  and  now  the  chief  of  Troy 
Had  trufted  to  his  care  the  roy^l  boy. 
Like  this  fage  guardian  to  the  youth  lie  came  j 
His  voice,  his  vifage,  and  his  arms  the  fame.  880, 

Then  to  the  vidor  boy  aloud  he  cries ; 
Enough,  young  warrior — Let  it  now  fuffice 
That  unreveng'd  the  great  Numanus  dies  : 
Apollo,  pleas'd  thy  firit  attempts  to  crown. 
Gives  to  thy  bow  the  glories  of  his  own  :  885 

Now 
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Now  tempt  no  more  the  dangers  of  the  war. 

Too  daring  youth — he  (d.\d  ;  and  paft  in  air, 

Paft  in  a  moment  from  his  wond'ring  eye ; 

And  the  loofe  fhape  diffolv'd  into  the  /ky. 

The  founding  fhafts  the  leaders  heard,  o'er-aw'd    890 

With  the  Iqud  quiver,  and  confeil  the  ged ; 

Then  urge  the  fiery  youth,  no  more  to  dare. 

Since  great  Apollo's  voice  forbad  the  war. 

While,  prodigal  of  Ufe,  to  fight  they  fly. 
All  nobly  fixt,  to  conquer  or  to  die;  895 

Stones,  fpears,  andjav'lins,  from  the  works  they  flung; 
From  tow'r  to  tow'r  the  fliouts  and  clamours  rung; 
Helms  clalh  \vith  helms,  the  rattling  Ihields  refound; 
Thick  fly  the  darts,  and  cover  all  the  ground;    899 
While  loud  the  battle  roars,  and  thunders  all  around 
Thick,  as  from  weltern  clouds,  all  charg'd  with  rain. 
Pours  the  black  florm,  and  fmokes  along  the  plain; 
Thick  as  the  gather'd  hail,  terapeltuous,  flies 
O'er  the  wide  main,  and  rattles  down  the  fkies. 
When  all  the  frowning  heav'ns  arc  blackcn'd  o'er;  905 
When  Jove  difcharges  all  his  wrathful  llore, 
And,deepfrom  ev'ry  cloud.the  barfting  thunders  roar ! 

Pand'rus  and  Bitias  at  the  portal  ftocd. 
Two  giant  brethren,  born  in  Ida's  wood  ; 
From  great  Alcanor  and  Hiera  fprung,  910 

The  champions  rofe  confpicuous  o'er  the  throng. 
The  mighty  champions,  of  prodigious  frame, 
Tow'r'd  like  the  groves  and  mountains  v/hence  theycame. 
Their  prince,  when  parting  from  the  Tufcan  ftate. 
Appointed  thefe,  the  guardians  of  the  gate.  915 

Proud 
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Proud  of  their  flrengtli,  die  daring  heroes  throw 

Th'  enormous  folds  wide-open  to  the  foe. 

Within,  all-bright  in  arms,  on  either  hand 

Before  the  tow'rs  the  haughty  warriors  Hand  ; 

On  their  bright  helms  fat  Horror  plum'd ;  on  high  920 

Their  nodding  crefts  float  dreadful  in  the  fky. 

So  where  the  fields  fair  Athefis  divides. 

Or  Po  tumultuous  rolls  his  fwclling  tides. 

With  heads  unfliorn,  two  mighty  oaks  appear. 

Wave  to  the  winds,  and  nod  fublime  in  air  !  925 

Soon  as  the  foes  an  open  entrance  fpy. 
The  war  breaks  in ;  but  foon  their  leaders  fly, 
Repell'd  by  hofls ;  or  in  the  portal  die. 
Quercens,  Equicolus  all -bright  in  fl:eel, 
Haemon  and  daring  Tmarus,  fled,  or  fell.  930 

To  dire  extremes  the  rifnig  rage  proceeds ; 
The  flaughter  fwells,  and  the  fierce  battle  bleeds. 
No  more  imprifon'd  in  their  walls  they  wait ; 
All  Troy  at  once  came  pouring  to  the  gate  : 
Now,  flufli'd  with  blood,  in  bold  excurfion  far        935 
Rufn  the  ftern  bands,  and  mix  in  clofer  war. 

But  in  a  diflant  quarter  long  engag'd, 
Amidil  the  foes  the  Daunian  hero  rag'd  : 
When  to  the  prince  a  meflenger  relates. 
That  Troy  had  open'd  wide  her  mafly  gates ;  940 

And,  heaps  on  heaps  the  late  imprifon'd  train 
Broke  forth,  and  llretcli'd  the  flauc^hter  o'er  the  plain. 
This  heard,  with  fury  fparkllng  in  his  eyes. 
Fierce  to  engage  the  giant  chiefs  he  flics. 

Firft 
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Firft,  by  his  lance,  Antiphates  lay  dead,  g^c 

Sarpedon's  offspring  by  a  Thcban  bed ; 
The  whizzing  lance,  with  all  his  force  addrefs'd, 
Transfixt  the  foe,  and  panted  in  his  breaft : 
Warm'd  in  the  lungs  the  heaving  jav'lin  flood  : 
Wide  gapes  the  wound,  and  pours  a  purple  flood.   950 
Now  Erymanthus,  now  brave  Merops  fell ; 
Then  funk  Aphydnus  to  the  fhades  of  hel!. 
Next,  while  he  threats  revenge  with  fiery  eyes. 
Beneath  the  chief  the  mighty  Bitias  dies  : 
No  vulgar  lance  the  valiant  vidtor  toft  qr  c 

(In  that  huge  bulk  a  vulgar  lance  was  loft) ; 
A  ftrong,  vaft,  weighty  fpear,  the  hero  threw, 
A  fpear  that  roar'd  like  thunder  as  it  flew. 
Not  two  bull-hides,  within  the  buckler  roll'd. 
Nor  double  pond'rous  plates,  and  fcales  of  gold,     960 
Th'  impetuous  weapon,  v/ing'd  with  death,  could  ftay; 
But  ftretch'd  in  duft  the  giant  warrior  lay : 
As  the  huge  champion  falls,  the  fields  refound. 
And  his  broad  buckler  thunders  on  the  ground. 
So  from  the  Baian  mole,  whofe  ftruftures  rife  965 

High  o"er  the  flood,  a  mafl"y  fragment  flies ; 
The  rapid  rolling  pile  all-headlong  f\veep5. 
With  one  vaft  length  of  ruin,  to  the  deeps ; 
Thick  boil  the  billows  ;  and  on  ev'ry  fide. 
Work  the  dark  fands,  and  blacken  all  the  tide :      970 
The  trembling  fliores  of  Prochyta  refound. 
And  burning  Arime  ftiakes  wide  around  ; 
The  mafs,  by  Jove,  o'er  huge  Typhceus  fpread  ; 
The  giant  hears  the  peal  ;  and,  feiz'd  with  dread. 
Starts,  turns,  and  bellows  on  his  fiery  bed.         97  5 

Now 
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Now  Mars  hlmfelf  infpires  the  Latian  band. 
Warms  ev'ry  heart,  and  ftrengthens  ev'ry  hand  ; 
And,  while  he  turns  their  trembling  foes  to  fight. 
The  kindling  legions  gather  to  the  fight ; 
Danger  nor  death  their  furious  courfe  controls,        980 
And  all  the  god  came  rufhing  on  their  fouls  ! 

His  brother  flain  when  Pandarus  beheld. 
And  faw  the  changing  fortune  of  the  field. 
He  fets  his  ample  fhoulders  to  the  weight. 
And  turns  th'  enormous  hinges  of  the  gate  ;  985 

But  left,  unmindful,  as  the  folds  he  clos'd, 
A  croud  of  friends  to  certain  death  expos'd ; 
And,  with  himfelf,  includes  the  trembling  train 
Of  troops,  who  rufh'd  tumultuous  from  the  plain. 
Fool !  not  to  fee  the  dreadful  Turnus  there,  990 

Mix'd  with  the  crouds  amidll  the  flying  war  ; 
But  in  the  waMs  the  furious  chief  to  hold. 
Like  fome  fierce  tyger  midft  the  trembling  fold  ! 
Load  clafh  his  arms ;  and,  as  he  tow'rs  on  high, 
Flafh  the  keen  flames  from  his  tremendous  eye  ;      995 
Nods  his  proud  creft,  and  formidably  plays  ; 
And  from  his  fliield  the  ftreamy  lightnings  blaze. 

Too  foon,  with  dire  furprife,  the  Trojans  know 
The  d'-eadful  front  of  their  victorious  foe. 
Strait  fii-'d  with  vengeance  for  his  brother  flaln,     1000 
Springs  forth  fierce  Pandarus,  and  thus  began  : 

Behold  the  Trojan  camp,  a  fatal  fccnc  ! 
No  bridal  palace  of  the  Latian  queen. 
No  native  Ardea,  prince,  you  here  defcry, 
^ut  liofiile  walls  ;  and  'tis  in  vain  to  fly.  1 00  ^ 

Ju 
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In  that  vaft  bulk  if  any  foul  refide. 
Come,  try  thy  might  (the  prince  fedate  reply'd ;) 
Go,  and  old  Priam's  trembling  fpirit  tell, 
A  new  Achilles  plung'd  thy  foul  to  hell. 

Then,  firft,  his  knotted  fpear  the  Trojan  threw  ;  1010 
Rough  with  the  bark  the  pond'rous  weapon  flew  ; 
But  mighty  Juno  caus'd  it  far  to  glance. 
And  in  the  portal  fixt  the  quiv'ring  lance. 

But  hope  not  thou  to  'fcape  this  fword  of  mine, 
Aim'd  by  a  furer,  ftronger  hand  than  thine,  1015 

The  hero  cry'd — Then  flies  againll  the  foe 
\^'ith  the  bright  blade  ;  and  riles  to  the  blow ; 
Sudden  the  fword  tempefluous  cleaves  in  twain 
His  cheeks,  and  fmks  deep-bury'd  in  the  brain. 
Diftain'd  with  blood,  his  clalhing  arms  refound,    I02i3 
And,  as  he  fell,  he  fhook  the  purpled  ground  : 
There,  as  the  mighty  bulk  lay  ftretch'd  along. 
In  equal  fhares  the  parted  A'ifage  hung. 

Pale  with  new  horror  at  the  dreadful  fight. 
On  ev'ry  fide  the  Trojans  urge  their  flight.  1025 

Then  had  the  victor  broke  the  barriers  down. 
And  call'd  his  focial  troops  to  ftcrm  the  town. 
That  day  had  feen  their  warlike  labours  o'er  ; 
And  ruln'd  Troy  had  been  a  name  no  mere. 
But  the  mad  chief  with  boundlefs  flaughter  glows,  loi'S 
And  rage  inf:tiate  drives  him  on  the  foes. 
Firfc,  valiant  Phal.iris ;  next  Gyges  fel!  ; 
Deep  through  bis  knee  he  drove  the  pointed  fteel. 
Then  from  the  dead  the  reeking  darts  he  drew. 
And  in  their  bacJii  traaifix'd  the  flying  crew. 
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New  ftrength,  new  courage,  Juno  Hill  fupply'd: 

And  now  brave  Halys  and  great  Phegeus  dy'd  ; 

A'cander,  Prytanis,  Noemon  fall. 

With  warlike  Halius,  on  th'  embattled  wall. 

High  on  the  works  engag'd  in  other  fight —  1040 

Next  flew  his  flaming  taulchion  to  the  right. 

And  ft;ruck  bold  Lynceus  as  he  call'd  around 

For  aid,  and  brav'd  him  on  the  lofty  mound. 

At  one  juft  ftroke  his  head  and  helmet  fly 

Before  the  (word,  and  far  at  diiiance  lie.  1045 

Then  fierce,  on  Amycus  the  warrior  came, 

Whofe  fatal  arrow  pierc'd  the  favage  game  ; 

Who  dipp'd  th'  envenom'd  fteel  with  matchlefs  art. 

And  double  arm'd  with  death  the  pointed  dart. 

Next  Clytius  fell,  though  fprung  of  race  divine;   1050 

Soft  Cretheus  lall,  the  darling  of  the  nine  ; 

Well  was  he  flcill'd,  in  facred  ftrains  to  flng, 

Tune  the  fweet  lyre,  and  fweep  the  trembling  fl;rlng ; 

Arms,  and  the  toils  of  heroes,  to  recite. 

The  plunging  furious  fteeds,and  thunder  of  the  fight. 1055 

Now  heard  the  chiefs,  who  led  the  Trojan  band. 
What  numbers  fell  by  Turnus'  conqu'ring  hand  ; 
Fierce  they  advance ;  when  foon  appear  in  fight. 
The  flaught'ring  hero,  and  their  troops  in  flight. 
And  where?  (great  Mnefthcus  rais'd  his  voice  on  high) 
Where,  to  what  other  ramparts  would  you  fly;      1061 
Shall  one,  and  he  inclos'd  within  your  wall. 
One  rafli,  imprifon'd  warrior  vanquifli  all .? 
With  rage  refiftlefs,  half  an  holl  dcflroy ; 
And  open  ev'ry  bleeding  vein  of  Troy  }  1065 

Calm 
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Calm  you  look  on,  and  fee  the  furious  foe 
Plunge  crouds  of  heroes  to  the  Ihades  below ; 
Still  fliall  your  king,  ye  bafe  abandon'd  train. 
Your  country,  and  your  gods,  demand  your  aid  in  vain  ? 
Rous'd  by  thefe  words,  they  rally  from  afar,     1070 
Breathing  revenge,  and  gath'ring  to  the  war : 
The  Daunian  chief  Ihrinks  backward  from  the  foes. 
Where  round  the  works  the  mighty  river  flovvs  : 
The  Trojans  fhout;  and,  witli  new  tranfport  fir'd, 
Rufh  on  embody'd,  as  the  prince  relir'd.  1075 

As  when  with  tilted  fpears  the  ciam'rous  train 
Invade  the  brindled  monarch  of  the  plain. 
The  lordly  favage  from  the  Ihoutiiig  foe 
Retires,  majellically  ftern,  and  flow. 
Though  fmgly  impotent  the  croud  to  dare,  1080 

Repel,  or  ftand  their  whole  collefted  war  ; 
Grim  he  looks  back ;  he  rolls  his  glaring  eye ; 
Defpairs  to  conquer ;  and  difdains  to  fly. 
So  Turnus  paus'd ;  and  by  degrees  retir'd ; 
While  (hame,  difdain,  and  rage,  the  hero  fir'd.    1085 
Yet  twice,  ev'n  then,  he  flew  amid  the  train. 
And  twice  he  chas'd  them  o'er  their  walls  again. 
But  now  from  all  the  camp  their  forces  ran 
Full  on  the  chief;  an  army  on  a  man  ! 
Nor  longer  heav'n's  great  emprefs  from  on  high    1090 
Dares  with  new  ftrength  th'  exhaufled  prince  fupply : 
For  winged  Iris  from  the  realms  above 
Brought  the  fevere  decree  of  angry  Jove, 
That  bad,  with  threats,  th'  imperial  queen  recal 
Her  favour'd  hero  from  the  Trojan  wall.  1095 

Now 
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Now  his  tir'<^  arm  refus'd  the  fword  to  wield  j 
Now  Be\v  the  darts,  and  phinted  all  his  Ihieid. 
The  ftones  now  rattle  ;  now  the  jav'lins  fing. 
Indent  his  arms,  and  on  his  helmet  ring. 
A  thoufand  weapons  round  his  temples  lay,  i  loO 

And  llrikc  the  honours  of  his  crell  away. 
Thick  and  more  thick  the  foes  their  lances  fped. 
With  mightv  Mnellheus  thund'rin^  at  their  head. 
Pale,  breathlefs,  faint,  and  black  with  duft,  in  ftreams 
The  hvcat  defcends  from  all  his  trembling  limbs.   1 105 
Arm'd  as  he  was  (thus  prefs'd  on  ev'ry  fide). 
He  plung'd  at  lall,  undaunted,  in  the  tide. 
The  facred  river,  for  the  welcome  load, 
Spreads  hii  wide  arm5:,  and  wafts  him  down  the  flood  : 
The  hero  10  his  lioll  the  furges  bear,  1 1 1  o 

Cleans'd  from  the  horrid  Ihiins  of  flaughter,  blood;  and 
war. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Jupiter  calls  a  council  of  the  gods,  and  forbids  them  to 
engage  ia  either  party.  At  the  return  of  ^Eneas  there 
is  a  bloody  battle.  Turnus  kills  Pullas  :  ^neas, 
Laufus  and  Mezentius.  Mezentius  is  defcribed  as 
an  atheifl ;  Laufus  as  a  pious  and  virtuous  youth. 
The  different  actions  and  death  of  thefe  two  are  the 
fubjed  of  a  noble  epifode. 
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BOOK    X. 
^^O  W  wide  unfold  th'  eternal  g-tes  of  Jove  : 

Th'  ethereal  king  convenes  the  pow'rs  above. 
Beneath  his  eye,  both  hofts,  in  full  fjrvey. 
The  fpacious  world,  and  vaft  creation  lay ; 
There  in  the  ftarry  courts,  inthron'd  on  high> 
Sate  the  majeftic  fenate  of  the  flcy, 
Rank'd  by  degrees,  along  the  bright  abodes; 
To  whom  the  king  of  men,  and  father  of  the  gods ; 

What  difcord  fires  your  minds,  celeftial  train  ? 
Why  was  our  facred  mandate  urg'd  in  vain  ? 
Did  not  your  fov'reign  lord  his  will  declare. 
That  Troy  and  Latium  fhould  not  wage  the  war 
Why  are  we  difobey'd  ?  What  vain  alarms 
Inflame  their  fouls  to  flaughter,  blood,  and  arms? 
The  deftin'd  time  will  wing  its  fatal  way,  i^ 

(Nor  need  your  rage  anticipate  the  day) 
When  Carthage,  with  her  proud  vidorious  pow'rs. 
Shall  burft,  like  thunder,  o'er  the  Roman  tow'rs. 
Break  the  ftrong  Alpine  adamantine  chains. 
Pour  down  the  hills,  and  deluge  aU  the  plains.  20 

Then,  with  full  licence,  your  unbounded  hate 
And  ftern  revenge  may  crufh  the  Trojan  ftate. 
Till  then,  ye  pow'rs,  from  wrath  and  difcord  ceafe. 
And  let  the  nations  join  in  leagues  of  peace. 

R  2  Thus, 
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Thus,  from  the  throne,  in  fliort,  almight}''  Jove ;      25 

And  thus,  at  large,  the  beauteous  queen  of  love  : 

O  fire  of  men  below,  and  gods  on  high  ! 

(For  to  what  other  pow'r  can  Venus  fly  ?) 

Doll:  thou  not  fee  yon  fierce  Rutulian  train  ? 

With  what  fuccefs  proud  Tumus  fweeps  the  plain!     3a 

Rapt  by  his  fteeds,  triumphant  on  his  car. 

The  dreadful  hero  rules  the  Ilorm  of  war. 

Is'ot  walls  can  guard  my  Trojans  now  from  fate  ; 

For,  lo  I  grim  flaughter  rages  in  the  gate  ! 

With  hoftile  bands  the  walls  are  cover'd  o'er,  3  5 

And  the  deep  trenches  float  with  tides  of  gore  ! 

My  fon  is  abfent,  while  his  fubjefts  bleed  ; 

But  muft  we  never  from  a  fiege  be  freed  ? 

For,  lo,  great  fire  I  a  fecond  army  falls 

On  fifing  Troy,  and  thunders  at  her  walls.  40 

In  Latian  fields  againfl:  the  Dardan  train. 

Behold  the  flern  Tydides  rife  again ! 

Sprung  though  I  am  from  thee,  prepar'd  I  Hand 

To  bleed  once  more — and  by  a  mortal  hand ! 

Yet,  if  againfl  thy  will  the  Phrygian  holt  45 

Have  left  their  Troy,  and  fought  the  Latian  coaft. 

Withdraw  thy  potent  aid,  O  fov 'reign  god  ! 

And  bid  the  guilty  nation  mourn  in  blood  I 

But  fince  fo  many  figns  their  courfe  compel. 

The  voice  of  heav'n,  and  oracles  of  hell ;  5* 

Why  dares  another  pow'r  thy  will  debate. 

Or  thwart  th'  unalterable  courfe  of  fate  ? 

Her  boundlefs  vengeance  why  fliould  1  repeat  J 

How  on  Sicilian  ihores  Ihe  fir'd  the  fleet  ? 

How 
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How  fhe  difpatch'd  to  yonder  world  below,  5  5 

With  that  dire  charge,  the  goddefs  of  the  bow  ? 

How  the  grim  tyrant  of  th'  ^olian  reign 

Let  loofe  th'  imprifon'd  whirhvinds  o'er  the  main  ? 

Hell  and  th'  infernal  pow'rs  were  yet  untry'd  ; 

All  hell  now  arms  ;  and  rifes  on  her  fide.  60 

The  fiends,  the  Furies  range  the  realms  above. 

And  adl  well  worthy  of  the  queen  of  Jove  ! 

Through  all  the  Latian  towns  Aledlo  flies. 

And  her  black  vifage  blafts  the  golden  fkies  ! 

No  hopes  of  empire  now  my  thoughts  employ  65 

(Thefe  were  my  hopes,  when  fortune  fmil'd  on  Troy.) 

Let  Troy  and  Latium  fight  on  yonder  plains. 

And  fall  or  conquer  as  thy  will  ordains  : 

Since  to  the  Phrygian  race  your  haughty  fpoufe 

No  fpot,  no  corner,  of  the  world  allows,  j9 

Yet  I  implore  thy  grace,  almighty  fire, 

By  ruin'd  Troy,  yet  fmoking  from  the  fire ! 

Give  me,  at  leaft,  the  royal  youth  to  bear 

(My  dear  Afcanius)  from  the  rage  of  war  ! 

(And  let  the  father,  where  your  vengeful  bride         7^ 

Or  fortune  points,  ftill  wander  o'er  the  tide  !) 

Th'  Idallan  realm  and  Amathus  are  mine  ; 

Cythera  fair,  and  Paphos  the  divine  ; 

There  he  may  li\e  defended  from  the  foes. 

Loft  to  the  charms  of  fame,  in  foft  repofe.  89 

Then  to  Aufonia  let  proud  Carthage  come. 

And  hold  that  empire  once  decreed  to  Rome, 

O'er  the  wide  world  extend  her  boundlefs  pow'r  ; 

Our  hopes,  and  Jove's  own  promifes,  no  more  ! 

R  3  Wha$ 
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What  now  avails  It,  that  my  godlike  heir  8  J 

Broke  through  the  hollile  fires,  and  'fcap'd  the  war ; 

Led  mv  poor  exiles  to  the  Latian  plain. 

And  rais'd  a  city,  doom'd  to  fall  again  ; 

What  has  it  now  avail'd  him,  to  withltand 

Th'  exhaulled  dangers  both  of  foa  and  land  ;  90 

His  lot  were  happier  had  he  fcorn'd  a  crown. 

And  flumber'd  o'er  his  ruin'd  native  town. 

O  !  give  their  Xanthus  to  the  wretched  train. 

Give  them  their  Simois,  with  their  wars  again  ! 

Let  Greece  in  arms  her  vengeful  hofts  employ  95 

Ten  long  years  more,  and  florm  a  fecond  Troy  ! 

To  whom,  with  fury  fparkling  in  her  eyes, 
Reply'd  the  haughty  emprefs  of  the  flcies  : 

And  why,  fay,  why,  O  goddefs  ?  am  I  preft 
To  wake  the  v.rath,  that  flumber'd  in  my  breaft  ?   1 00 
What  god,  or  mortal,  bad  your  fon  declare, 
A^ainft  the  Latian  lord,  fo  rafli  a  war  ? 
Suppcfe,  fate  call'd  him  to  the  Latian  plains. 
Or  (far  more  likely  mad  Cailandra's  ftrains  ! ) 
Say,  did  we  bid  him  leave  his  town  behind,  105 

And  trull  the  mercy  of  the  fea  and  wind  ? 
Commit  the  war,  and  his  forfaken  Troy, 
To  fuch  a  head,  an  unexperienc'd  boy  ? 
To  court  the  Tufcans,  and  with  vain  alarms 
To  roufe  whole  nations  from  repofe  to  arms  ?  ilOi 

What  god,  or  what  perverfe  intent  of  ours 
Mov'd  the  wife  prince  to  leave  his  rifmg  tow'rs  ? 
Say,  docs  the  goddefs  of  the  bow  appear. 
Or  the  keen  fpitc  of  vergeful  J  uno,  here  ? 
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'Tis  hard,  you  urge,  the  Latians  fhould  confpire    1 1 5 
To  wrap  th'  unfinifh'd  walls  of  Troy  in  fire  ; 
That  Turnus  lives,  and  holds  his  native  place 
(And  yet  he  fprung  from  our  immortal  race  ;) 
Was  it  lefs  hard,  that  Troy  embattled  came. 
To  wafte  the  Latian  lands  with  fword  and  flame  ?   izo 
O'er  foreign  realms  to  propagate  her  fway. 
Join  fraud  to  force,  and  bear  their  fpoils  away  ? 
From  their  own  lords  the  plighted  brides  to  tear  ? 
To  proffer  peace,  and  yet  to  wage  the  war  ? 
You,  from  the  foe,  year  darling  fon  could  (hroud,  I25 
And,  for  a  man  prefent  a  figured  cloud. 
You  from  your  navy  could  the  fires  reftrain. 
And  change  your  fhips  to  Nereids  of  the  main. 
Yet  in  her  friends  defence  is  Juno  fcen  ? 
'Tis  a  high  crime  in  Jove's  imperial  queen  !  I30 

Your  fon,  belike,  is  abfent,  while  the  foe 
Invades  his  tow'rs ; — and  let  him  ftill  be  fo  !— 
Cythera's  ifle^  and  Amathus,  are  yours ; 
The  Paphian  realms,  and  foft  Idalian  fhores. 
Why  fhouldfl  thou  then  to  fights  a  race  incline,        135 
Long  fince  inur'd  to  rougher  wars  than  thine  ? 
Did  we  confpire  your  empire  to  deltroy  ? 
Did  we  urge  vengeful  Greece  to  ruin  Trey  ? 
We  r — or  your  Paris  ?  your  adalt'rous  boy  ? 
Who  did  that  black  deftrudlive  crime  infpire  ?  1 40 

Who  fann'd  the  flame,  that  fet  tv.o  worlds  on  fire  ? 
Did  the  lewd  youth,  at  Juno's  call,  convey. 
From  injur'd  Sparta's  walls,  his  beauteous  prey  ? 
•Did  we  procure  ?  did  we  retain  the  fair  ? 
And,  for  his  lull,  fupport  a  ten  years  war  ?  145 

R  4  Then, 
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Then,  partial  goddefs,  then  had  been  your  time. 
To  fear  for  Troy,  on  that  perfidious  crime  ; 
But  now,  too  late,  unjullly  you  complain. 
Now  vent  your  anger,  and  your  grief,  in  vain. 

Thus  fpoke  die  wrathful  queen ;  the  gods  divide,  150 
And  in  mixt  murmurs  vote  on  either  fide  : 
So,  pent  in  woods,  at  firll  with  fullen  found 
The  wind,  low-murm'ring,  rolls,  the  forell  round  ; 
A  dreadful  fignal  to  the  naval  tram. 
Of  the  loud  ftorms  impending  o'er  the  main.  155 

Then  fpoke  th'  almighty  father,  as  he  fate 
Inthron'd  in  gold,  and  clos'd  the  great  debate. 
(Th'  attentive  winds  a  folemn  filence  keep  ; 
The  wond'ring  waves  lie  level  on  tlie  deep  ; 
Earth  to  her  centre  fhcok  ;  high  heav'n  was  aw'd;  160 
And  all  th'  immortal  thrones  Hood  trembling  at  the  god.) 

Hear  then  our  facred  will,  ye  pow'rs  above  ; 
And  mark  th'  unalterc-ble  word  of  Jove. 
Since  you  rcfufe  to  bid  your  difcord  ceafe. 
And  join  the  nations  in  the  bonds  of  peace  ;  165 

Whatever  fchemes  or  hopes  the  parties  frame, 
Latium  and  Troy  to  Jove  are  both  the  fame ; 
Whether  in  yon  fierce  leaguer  'tis  decreed 
That  haplefs  Dion,  or  Hefperia  bleed. 
The  ftern  Rutulians  too  their  toils  Ihall  know,  I70 

And  ev'ry  hand  fhall  work  its  weal  or  woe. 
Your  king,  inclin'd  to  neither  fide,  fliall  wait 
The  great  event,  and  leave  the  whole  to  fate. 
This  by  his  brother's  aweful  floods  he  fwore. 
That  through  the  black  infenial  regions  roar  j         tyjf 

Gave 
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Gave  the  dreadful  fignal  of  the  folemn  nod. 
With  his  bent  brows  ;  the  fandion  of  the  god ! 
From  fky  to  flcy  the  ftrong  concuflion  rolls ; 
And  all  Olympus  trembled  to  the  poles. 
Thus  did  the  fire  the  high  contention  clofe ;  i  S9 

Then  from  the  throne  majeflically  rofe ; 
With  him  at  once  the  facred  fenate  rife. 
And  to  his  palace  wait  the  fov'reign  of  the  fkies. 
Meanwhile,  at  ev'ry  gate,  the  Latian  pow'rs 
Croud  to  deftroy  their  foes,  and  fire  the  tow'rs.       1 8j 
By  hofts  furrounded,  in  defpair  to  fly, 
Clofe  in  their  trench,  the  helplefs  Trojans  lie. 
Yet  fome  undaunted  on  the  ramparts  rtand. 
And  guard  the  works  ;  a  brave,  but  flender  band. 
There,  fprung  from  Imbrafus,  bold  Afius  ihone  :    190 
Thymoetes  next,  fam'd  Hicetaon's  fon. 
The  dread  Aflaraci  their  fuccour  bring ; 
With  them,  two  brothers  of  the  Lycian  king. 
Thybris  and  Caftor  next,  a  martial  pair. 
Full  in  the  front  repel  the  riung  war,  19^ 

Thefe  Acmon  join'd,  from  fair  Lyrneffas'  iliore; 
With  all  his  ftrength  a  broken  rock  he  bore : 
He  match'd  his  brother  Mneftlieus'  wond'rous  might. 
And  his  father  great  Clytius  in  the  fight. 
Some,  pond'rous  ftones,  fome,  pointed  jav'lins  aim,  200 
And  gaul  the  foe  with  ftiafts,  or  miffive  flame. 
Amid  the  train,  bright  Venus'  darling  care, 
Afcanius  flione ;  his  beauteous  head  was  bare  ; 
A  golden  chain  conftrains  his  locks,  that  deck 
In  glofly  fable  curls,  his  lovely  ne«k :  ?o| 

So 
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So  fhines  a  gem,  illuftrlous  to  behold. 
On  fome  fair  virgin's  neck  enchas'd  in  gold : 
So  the  furrounding  ebon's  darker  hue 
Improves  the  poliih'd  ivory  to  the  view. 

Thee  too,  ftern  Ifmarus,  O  chief  divine  !  210 

A  great  defcendant  of  the  Lydian  line, 
(Born  where  the  peafants  turn  the  coftly  mould, 
Enrich'd  by  bright  Paftolus'  tides  of  gold) 
The  hofts  admir'd  ;  while  fierce  thy  twanging  bow 
Difcharg'd  thy  poifon'd  arrows  at  the  foe.  2 1 5 

Brave  Capys  next  fucceeds,  a  chief  of  fame, 
From  whom  proud  Capua  fmce  deriv'd  her  name. 
Great  Mneftheus  c'os'd  the  band,  of  high  renown. 
Since  late  he  caft  bold  Turnus  from  the  town. 

Thefe  all  the  rigid  toils  of  fight  fuHain  ;  220 

Meantime,  by  night,  their  gen'ral  plows  the  main. 
For  when  the  prince  had  left  th'  Arcadian  coall. 
And  fought  the  leader  of  the  Lydian  hoft ; 
With  pray'rs  declar'd  his  bus'nefs,  race,  and  name. 
And  with  what  force  their  vengeful  tyrant  came  ;    225 
How  the  Rutulian  rag'd ;  what  turns  of  fate 
.  And  chance  of  war  attend  the  mortal  ftate ; 
Strait  with  the  league  propos'd,  the  chief  complies. 
And  joins  his  forces  to  his  new  allies. 

Now,  uncontrol'd  by  fate,  the  martial  train,       23a 
Led  by  a  foreign  hero,  cleave  the  main  : 
In  pomp,  before,  ^ne.s'  gaily  paft; 
His  lofty  ftern  the  Phrygian  lions  grac'd ; 
There,  banifh'd  Troy's  delight,  her  fculptur'd  Ide, 
Jiangs  o'er  the  foamy  (urge,  and  fhades  the  tide,    z^i^ 

H^re 
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Here  fate  the  chief  with  various  thoughts  opprefl. 

The  fate  of  war  revolving  in  his  bread ; 

Clofe  by  his  fide  th'  Arcadian  prince  inquires 

Of  the  fwift  motions  of  the  heav'nly  fires ; 

What  feas  he  meafur'd ;  and  what  lands  he  fought ;  z^^ 

What  ftorms  he  fuiFer'd,  and  what  fields  he  fought. 

Ye  raufes  !  now  unlock  your  facred  fpring» 
Infpire  the  bard,  and  teach  liim  how  to  fmg. 
What  fhips,  what  heroes,  what  auxiliar  holls, 
Sail'd  with  ^neas  from  the  Tulcan  coails.  245 

The  Tiger  firft  the  foamy  flood  divides. 
And  bears  a  thoufand  warriors  through  the  tides. 
Who  came  beneath  great  Mafficus'  command. 
From  Cofa's  turrets,  and  the  Clufian  land. 
Clofe  to  their  fides  their  poliih'd  quivers  fate ;         250 
Strung  were  their  bows ;  their  arrows  wing'd  with  fate. 

Six  hundred  move  beneath  fierce  Abas'  care. 
From  Populonia  to  the  field  of  war. 
Rich  in  her  endlefs  beds  of  fteely  ore. 
The  rugged  Ilva  fends  three  hundred  more;  255 

All,  tram'd  to  fight;  all,  glorious  to  behold; 
And,  on  the  ftern,  Apollo  flam'd  in  gold. 

With  groves  of  waving  fpears,  in  thick  army, 
l^'rom  Pifa's  walls  a  thoufand  took  their  way ; 
They  march  embattled  from  the  Tufcan  land,         260 
And  great  Afylas  leads  the  martial  band ; 
Afylas,  fkilful  fage  !  whofe  piercing  eyes 
Difcern'd  all  figns  on  earth,  or  in  the  ikies. 
His  heart  fiom  entrails  certain  omens  drew, 
^'rom  llari  and  birds,  and  lightnings  as  they  flew.  265 

Nexf 


s^i  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Next  beauteous  Altur  plough'd  the  wat'ry  field. 
Proud  of  his  bounding  ileed  and  fculptur'd  fliield ; 
From  where  old  Pyrgus'  lofty  turrets  rife. 
And  rank  Gravifcan  marlhes  taint  the  fkies. 
Where  C^ere  groan'd  beneath  Mezentius'  reign,     279 
And  gurgling  Minio  gutters  o'er  the  plain ; 
Three  hundred  march  beneath  the  leader's  care. 
Breathing  revenge,  and  eager  all  for  war. 

Nor  thou  unfung,  brave  Cinyras,  fhall  pafs. 
The  martial  chief  of  the  Ligurian  race  ;  275 

Nor  thou,  Cupavo,  under  whole  command, 
Advanc'd  to  iight  a  fmall,  but  valiant  band. 
Wliite  plumes  adorn  thy  creft,  and  wave  above, 
Exprefllve  of  thy  fire*,  transform'd  by  love. 
While  for  his  Phaeton  his  forrov/s  flow,  2  80 

And  foft  harmonious  (trains  'oeguile  his  woe ; 
While  in  the  du(ky  poplar  grove  he  made 
His  melting  moans,  beneath  the  fillers  fnade. 
O'er  all  the  man  the  fnowy  feathers  rife. 
And  in  a  tuneful  fwan  he  mounts  the  fliies.  285 

Now  his  great  ofF-fpring  with  his  focial  train, 
In  the  huge  Centaur  plough'd  the  roaring  main. 
High  on  the  prow  the  figur'd  monfter  flood. 
And  Ihook  a  rocky  fragment  o'er  the  flood. 
The  founding  keel  the  thronging  waves  disjoin'd,    290 
That  foam,  and  whiten,  in  long  tracks  behind. 

Next  warlike  Ocnus  brought  his  troops  along, 
From  prcfcient  Manio  and  great  Tyber  fprung; 

•  Cycnus, 
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By  him,  fair  Mantua  rofe ;  immortal  town  ! 
And  from  his  mother's  name  deriv'd  her  own.         295 
Her  mighty  walls,  illuftrious  founders  grace. 
Of  difPrent  countries,  and  a  difPrent  race. 
Three  tribes  diftind  poflefs  her  fertile  lands. 
And  four  fair  cities  every  tribe  commands- 
Proud  of  her  Tufcan  line,  with  glory  crown'd,        300 
She  reigns  the  millrefs  of  the  nations  round. 

Next,  gen'rous  hate  to  ftern  Mezentius  draws 
Five  hundred  more,  in  freedom's  facred  caufe. 
Where,  crown'd  with  reeds,  the  Mincio  takes  his  courfe 
From  old  Benacus'  venerable  fource,  305 

In  one  vali  fhip  he  pours  the  wariike  train, 
Down  through  his  native  channel  to  the  main. 
Fierce  for  revenge,  the  great  Auletes  guides 
Th'  enormous  bulk,  that  labours  through  the  tides. 
An  hundred  pines  the  boiling  ocean  fweep,  310 

Plough  the  white  waves,  and  lafli  the  bellowing  deep. 
A  mighty  Triton,  figur'd  on  the  prow. 
With  his  loud  trump  alarms  the  fea  below. 
Down  to  his  waift  the  human  form  defcends. 
But  in  a  wliale  th'  amphibious  monfter  ends.  315 

Swift  as  he  fwlms,  the  waters  fly  before  ; 
And,  dalli'd  beneath  the  god,  the  frothy  furges  roar. 

So  many  chiefs  in  thirty  veflels  ride 
To  Troy's  defence,  and  cleave  the  fparkling  tide. 

Now  radiant  Cynthia,  through  th'  ethereal  height. 
Rode  in  the  folemn  chariot  of  the  night.  321 

Fixt  at  the  ftem,  the  helm  ^neas  plies  ; 
No  creeping  fluinber  fcals  his  careful  eyes. 

Amid 
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Amid  th^s  feas,  he  meets  the  wond'rous  train 

Of  fhips  transform'd  to  Nereids  of  the  main  ;  ^ti 

As  many  goddelles,  as  flood  before. 

With  brazen  beaks,  tall  vcflels  on  the  fhore. 

They  know  the  chief  from  far,  and  in  a  ring 

The  dancing  Nymphs  inclofe  their  wond'ring  king. 

The  firft  whofe  eloquence  excell'd  the  reft,  330 

Above  the  waves  advanc'd  her  ivory  breaft  ; 

Held  with  one  hand  the  ftern,  while  one  divides. 

With  many  an  eafy  ftroke,  the  filent  tides  : 

And  doft  thou  wake,  great  oiFspring  of  tlie  flues  ? 

Wake  ftill,  and  open  ev'ry  fail  (fhe  cries  :)  335 

Thy  fliips  are  we  that  once  on  Ida  ftocd. 

Now  chang'd  by  heav'n  to  Nereids  of  the  flood. 

When  the  perfidious  proud  Rutulian  came 

With  the  dread  fword,  and  the  devouring  flame> 

We  burft  cur  anchors,  by  the  foe  compeil'd,  3401 

And  fought  our  mafter  o'er  the  wat'ry  field. 

Thefe  forms  the  mother  of  the  fkies  bertow'd. 

And  made  each  fhip  a  goddefs  of  the  flood  : 

Low  in  the  facred  feas  our  court  we  keep. 

And  dwell  beneath  the  roarings  of  the  deep.  345 

Shut  in  the  town,  remains  thy  royal  heir> 

Midfl  all  the  terrors  of  the  Latian  war. 

The  brave  Arcadian  horfe,  and  Tufcan  hoft. 

Have  reach'd  the  land,  and  feiz'd  th'  appointed  poll. 

The  Daunian  chief  has  fent  a  fquadron  down  350 

To  flop  their  dellin'd  progrefs  to  the  town. 

Rife,  hero  !   rife  ;  and,  with  the  dawning  light. 

Lead  all  th'  impatient  warriors  to  the  fight. 

With 
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With  thy  Vulcanian  orb  invade  the  field. 
That  golden,  briglit,  impenetrable  fhield.  355 

The  morning  fon  (nor  think  my  promife  vain  !) 
Shall  fee  vaft  heaps  of  fierce  Rutulians  flain. 
This  faid  ;  the  gcddefs  (for  ftie  knew  the  way) 
Pufh'd  the  light  velTel  o'er  the  glafly  fea : 
Swift  as  a  jav'lin,  or  a  ftorm  fhe  flew  ;  360 

And,  wing'd  with  rival  fpeed,  her  courfe  the  reft  purfue. 

While  at  the  fight  the  hero  flood  amaz'd. 
The  profp'rous  fign  his  bounding  fpirits  rais'd. 
Then,  as  he  fixt  on  heav'n  his  joyful  eyes. 
To  potent  Cybele  the  warrior  cries  :  365 

Great  guardian  queen  of  Ida's  hills  and  woods. 
Supreme,  majedic  mother  of  the  gods  I 
Whofe  ftrong  defence  proud  tow'ring  cities  fhare. 
While  roaring  lions  whirl  thy  mighty  car  ! 
Oh  !   kindly  fecond  this  aufpicious  fign,  37a 

And  grace  thy  Phrygians  with  thy  aid  divine. 
Jnfpir'd  by  thee,  the  combat  I  require. 
My  bofom  kindles,  and  my  foul's  on  fire  ! 

He  faid  ;  and  now  the  bright  revolving  day 
Blaz'd  o'er  the  world,  and  chas'd  the  fh.ades  away;  375 
When  firft  the  hero  bade  the  train  prepare. 
All  rang'd  beneath  their  banners,  for  the  war ; 
Roufe  fjr  the  charge  their  courage,  and  excite 
Their  martial  ardor,  to  provoke  the  fight. 

As  on  hii  ftern  the  godlike  warrior  Hands,  380 

And  views  diftindl  his  camp  and  focial,  bands  ; 
High  in  his  hand  the  golden  (hield  he  rais'd  : 
Wide  o'er  the  flood  tiie  llrong  effulgence  blaz'd. 

Fir'd 
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Fir'd  with  new  hopes,  the  joyful  Trojans  fpy 

The  fhining  orb  ;  their  darts  and  jav'lins  Hy  ;      385 

And  their  loud  clamours  tempeft  all  the  fky. 

Lefs  loud  the  thick-embody'd  cranes  repair. 

In  ranks  embattled,  through  the  clouds  of  air  ; 

When,  at  the  fignal  giv'n,  they  leave  behind. 

With  rapid  flight,  the  pmions  of  the  wind.  390 

Amaz'd  flood  Turnus,  and  their  Latian  foes. 
Nor  knew  from  whence  the  fudden  tranfport  rofe  ; 
Till  all  th'  advancing  navy  they  furvey, 
A  floating  fcene,  that  cover'd  half  the  fea. 
From  great  Eneas'  crell  the  lightnings  ftream,        39; 
And  his  bright  helmet  darts  a  ruddy  gleam  ; 
A  length  of  flames  the  mighty  fliield  difplays, 
Shoots  fires  on  fires,  and  pours  a  boundlcfs  blaze. 
So  the  dire  comet,  with  portentous  light 
And  baleful  beams,  glares  dreadful  in  the  night :    400 
So  the  red  dog-ftar,  when  he  mounts  on  high. 
And  with  his  fatal  fplendor  fires  the  fky. 
Scares  the  pale  nations ;  for  his  burning  breath 
Darts  down  difeafe,  blue  pellilence,  and  death. 
But  fliU,  undaunted,  Turnus  urg'd  the  train,  405 

To  feize  the  fhore,  and  drive  them  to  the  main. 

Lo !  what  you  long  have  wifh'd,  to  prove  your  might. 
The  hour! — the  place!  — the  foe! — thepromls'd  fight! — 
Your  wives,  your  fons,  your  country  calls  you  on. 
Your  great  forefathers  glories  and  your  own.  41a 

Now  while,  with  fiidd'ring  fleps,  to  gain  the  land 
The  Trojans  toil;  defcend  we  to  the  ftrand  ; 

Soon 
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Soon  as  on  yonder  (hore  our  bands  appear. 

One  noble  ftroke,  my  friend?,  fhall  end  the  war: 

The  brave  command  fuccefs. — The  hero  faid  ;         4I5 

Then  with  himfelf  for  one  cool  moment  weigh'd. 

To  the  bold  ta(k  what  chofen  troops  to  call, 

And  to  what  bands  entrull:  the  leaguer'd  wall. 

Meantime  the  hero  lands  his  warlike  train ; 
Some  watch,  impatient,  the  retreating  m.ain  ;         420 
Then  vault,  and  feize  the  half-recover'd  fhores ; 
Some  fiide,  more  vent'rous,  down  the  bending  oars. 
A  place  at  length  the  daring  Tarchon  fpy'd. 
Where  in  fmooth  fwellings  roll'd  an  eafy  tide ; 
There,  as  no  waters  break,  no  billows  roar,  425 

He  fears  no  flioals,  but  hopes  a  friendly  fhore. 
Thither  his  velTels  from  the  deep  he  drew. 
And  eager  thus  exhorts  the  naval  crew  : 
Now,  now,  my  friends,  exert  your  utmoft  force. 
Ply,  ply  your  oars,  and  urge  the  furious  courfe.      430 
Pufh,  heave  your  defp'rate  gallies  10  the  ftrani ; 
Plough  with  your  beaks  and  keels  the  hoftile  land. 
My  fole  ambition  is  to  gain  the  coaft  : 
And  then — no  matter — let  the  fhip  be  loft. 

So  fpoke  th'  impatient  chief;  and,  as  he  fpoke,  435 
They  ply  their  oars,  and  rife  to  ev'ry  ftroke. 
Full  on  the  land  the  ru(hing  vefTels  bore. 
Till  with  their  prows  they  cleave  the  fandy  fliore. 
Safe  to  the  flielving  beach  the  gallies  run ; 
All  'fcap'd  the  fhock,  brave  Tarchon,  but  thy  own.  44* 
Thy  own  amid  the  fhallows  rafh'd,  and  there 
Daft'd  on  the  rock,  and  Hoping  hung  in  air : 

Vol.  LIII.  S  Preft 
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Preft  by  a  war  of  waves,  her  fhatter'd  fides 
Burft,  and  the  crew  plunge  headlong  in  the  tides. 
They  fwim,  incumber'd  with  their  broken  oars  :     445 
The  floods  fupplant  their  feet,  and  bear  them  from  the 
fhores. 
Meantime  againil  the  Trojans,  on  the  coaft. 
Brave  Turnus  led  his  clofe  embattled  hoft. 
The  fprightly  trumpets  found  with  martial  ftrains. 
When  great  JEneas  charg'd  the  Latian  fwains;        450 
The  valiant  Theron  flew,  with  matchlefs  might. 
The  firil:  aufpicious  omen  of  the  fight; 
A  giant  chief;  his  furious  courfe  he  held 
Againfl;  the  prince,  the  foremoft  of  the  field. 
Fierce  thro'  his  fliield  and  mail  (an  op'ning  wide  !)  455 
Flew  the  fwift  fword,  and  pierc'd  the  warrior's  fide. 
Then  Lycas  bled,  and  flain'd  the  thirfly  fliore. 
To  Phcebus  facred  from  his  natal  hour ; 
Ripp'd  from  the  womb,  the  infant  'fcap'd  the  fteel  1 
The  man,  unhappy  1  by  the  faulchion  feU.  460 

Gyas  and  Cifleus  next  the  hero  flew. 
As  their  huge  clubs  whole  armies  overthrew. 
Vain  was  their  ftrength,  their  bulk,  their  martial  fire. 
Vain  their  Herculean  arms,  and  boafted  fire, 
Alcides'  friend ;  whofe  glorious  fteps  he  trod,  465 

While  earth  fupply'd  new  monfters  for  the  god. 
As  loudly-vaunting,  haughty  Pharos  flood, 
Fixt  in  his  throat,  the  jav'lin  drank  his  blood. 
On  Cydon  next,  who,  fir'd  with  lawlefs  joy. 
Fair  Clytius  courted  and  carefs'd  the  boy,  470 

Witli 
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With  all  his  force  the  mighty  hero  drovcj 

And  foon  had  finilh'd  his  prepoft'rous  love ; 

Soon  had  the  youth,  expiring  on  the  fhore. 

Sunk,  and  indulg'd  his  guilty  flames  no  more  ; 

But  Pholxus'  fons,  feven  valiant  warriors,  flew*      475 

And  all  at  once  their  vengeful  jav'lins  threw  ; 

Some  from  his  buckler  and  his  helm  I'ebound, 

Some,  turn'd  by  Venus,  glance  upon  the  ground. 

Thus  prefs'd,  thus  compafs'd  round  on  ev'ry  fide. 

The  wrathful  prince  to  brave  Achates  cry'd ;  480 

Bring,  bring  thofe  darts  (not  one  fhall  fly  in  vain) 

That  pierc'd  the  Grecians  on  the  Trojan  plain* 

Then  a  long  lance  with  all  his  might  he  eall:> 

Thro'  Mzeon's  fliield  the  furious  weapon  pafs'd ; 

Thro'  the  llrong  culrafs  pierc'd  the  hiffing  dart,      4S5 

Translixt  his  breafl,  and  quiver'd  in  his  heart. 

The  good  Alcanor  lends  his  friendly  hand. 

To  raife  his  grov'ling  brother  from  the  fand ; 

But,  wing'd  with  death,  a  fecond  jav'lirl  flies. 

Swift  as  the  firfl,  and  fmgs  along  the  fkies ;  493 

Through  his  extended  arm  the  fpear  was  flung ; 

And  by  the  nerves  the  dying  member  hung. 

His  brother  Numitor  the  weapon  drew 

From  the  pale  corfe,  and  at  the  vi-flor  threw  ; 

The  whizzing  dart  glanc'd  innocently  by,  495 

But  fllghtly  raz'd  Achates'  rnanly  thigh. 

Next  ClaufuSjAufli'd  with  youtliful  ftrength  and  grace, 
(Claufus,  the  leader  of  the  Sabine  race) 
Beheld  the  mighty  Dryops  from  afar. 
And  launch'd  his  pointed  fpear  aloft  in  air,  500 

S  2  Wliich 
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Which  pierc'd  his  throat ;  the  purple  hand  of  death 

Supprefs'd  the  voice,  and  ftopp'd  the  vital  breath. 

Headlong  he  falls ;  he  grovels  on  the  fhore. 

And  his  pale  mouth  ejedls  a  flood  of  gore. 

Still  rufhing  on,  the  chief  the  flaughter  fpread  ;      505 

By  various  deaths  three  fons  of  Boreas  bled. 

As  many  more,  poor  haplefs  youths  !  expire  ; 

Their  country  Thrace,  and  Idas  was  their  fire. 

Againft  the  prince  his  bands  Halefus  leads. 

And  fierce  Meffapus  laih'd  his  fiery  fteed.  510 

In  furious  conflid  mix'd,  both  armies  ftand 

On  the  firft  verge,  and  margin  of  the  land  ; 

They  meet,  they  fight ;  but  neither  gain,  nor  yield  ; 

And  level  hung  the  balance  of  the  field. 

As  when  the  winds  from  difF'rent  quarters  rife,       5 1 5 

Pour  to  the  charge,  and  combat  in  the  flcies. 

In  due  fufpence  the  ftruggling  tempefts  keep 

The  balanc'd  clouds,  and  poife  the  rolling  deep  ; 

The  winds  and  waves  oppos'd  with  equal  might. 

Still  undecided  hangs  th'  aereal  fight :  520 

So  join  both  armies  in  the  dubious  fray  ; 

Thefe  fcorn'd  to  yield,  nor  thofe  can  win  the  day  ; 

All,  man  to  man,  exert  the  martial  fire  ; 

All,  foot  to  foot,  or  conquer,  or  expire. 

But,  in  a  difF'rent  quarter,  where  the  floods        525 
Had  fpread  the  ground  with  fhatter'd  rocks  and  woods, 
Th*  Arcadian  fquadrons  from  their  fteeds  alight. 
And  wage  on  foot  an  unaccuftom'd  fight. 
Now  to  an  open  route  their  ranks  inclin'd. 
And  clofe  their  foes  came  thund'ring  from  behind.  5^0 

This 
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This  faw  their  chief,  brave  Pallas,  with  defpair  j 

He  faw,  and  flrove  to  flop  the  flying  war ; 

And  thus  the  troops,  as  headlong  they  retir'd. 

With  pray'rs  he  mov'd,  or  with  reproaches  fir'd  : 

Whither,  ah,  whither  would  you  turn  your  flight?  535 

By  your  paft  deeds  !  by  ev'ry  former  fight ! 

By  all  your  triumphs !  by  your  fov'reign's  name  ! 

By  my  own  hopes  to  match  my  father's  fame  ! 

Truft  not  your  feet ;  your  hands- muft  hew  your  way 

Through  yon  black  body,  and  that  thick  array.      54.0 

Here,  here,  your  country  calls  you  all,  to  Ihare 

With  your  young  chief  the  glories  of  the  war. 

Rufli  to  the  fight ;  no  gods  our  arms  oppofe  ; 

Men,  like  ourfelves,  and  mortal,  are  our  foes. 

In  us  an  equal  ftrength  and  foul  appears,  545 

Our  hands  and  fpirits  are  as  bold  as  theirs. 

Lo  !  there  the  foes  our  bands  imprifon'd  keep  ! 

And  here  th'  eternal  barriers  of  the  deep  ! 

Back  on  the  feas,  ye  daftards,  would  ye  fall  ? 

Or  hide  your  fliameful  heads  in  yon  beleaguer'd  wall  .'550 

He  faid  ;  and,  rufliing  on  the  hoftile  bands, 
Firft  in  his  way  ill-fated  Lagus  {lands  ; 
Low  as  he  lloop'd,  a  mighty  flone  to  rear. 
Full  in  the  reins  defcends  the  pointed  fpear ; 
Then,  as  he  difengag'd  the  dart  with  pain,  555 

Fir'd  at  the  fight,  bold  Hifhon  rufli'd  in  vain 
Againll;  the  prince  ;  the  prince  his  bofom  gor'd. 
And  plung'd  into  the  lungs  his  thund'ring  fword  : 
Next,  lewd  Anchemolus  his  faulchion  fped. 
Who  dar'd  to  ftain  his  ftep-dame's  facred  bed.        560 
S  3  You 
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You  too,  ye  Daucian  twins,  unhappy  pair  ! 

Laris  and  Thymber  !  perilh'd  in  the  war  : 

So  like  your  features,  that  your  parents  look 

On  either  face,  but  each  for  each  miftook. 

Puzzled,  yet  pleas'd,  they  gaz'd  on  either  child,    565 

And  fondly  in  the  dear  delufion  fmil'd. 

Now  clears  brave  Pallas,  in  the  dire  debate. 

The  nice  dilHn«5tion  by  a  di'F'rent  fate. 

Tiiy  head,  fair  Tnymber,  flies  before  the  fword  ; 

Thy  hand,  poor  Laris,  fought  its  abfent  lord  ;        570 

Thy  dying  ringer?,  quiv'ring  on  the  plain. 

With  ftarts  convulfive  grafp  the  fteel  in  vain. 

The  Arcadian  fquadrons,  by  their  prince  infpii-'d, 
Rous'd  by  his  words,  by  his  example  fir'd, 
Difdain  to  fly,  and  arms  to  arms  oppofe  ;  575 

Gnef,  fliime,  and  fury,  drive  them  on  the  foes. 
From  Teuthras  and  from  Tyres,  on  hib  car 
Pale  Rhaeteus  Ihoots  impetuous  through  the  war ; 
Whi.e  Paiias  his  fwift  dart  at  Ilus  threw. 
It  pierc'd  the  haplefs  warrior  as  he  flew.  5  So, 

The  winged  death  the  haplefs  warrior  llay'd^ 
And  for  a  fpace,  poor  Ilus'  fate  delay'd  ; 
He  tumbles  from  the  car,  dillain'd  with  gore. 
And,  grim  in  death,  lies  foaming  on  the  fhore. 
As,  when  tlie  fummcr  glows  with  fervid  rays,  585 

Tiie  fhci-'herd  fets  the  foreft  in  a  blaze. 
The  groves  all  kindle,  while  the  winds  confpire. 
And  with  their  breath  enrage  the  roaring  fire  : 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  conflngration  flies. 
Pours  o'er  the  fields,  and  thunders  to  the  ikies  :      590 

On 
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On  fome  fteep  mountain  fits  the  joyful  fwain. 
While  the  viftorious  flames  devour  the  plain. 
So  pleas'd,  brave  Pallas  fees  th'  Arcadian  pow'rs. 
All  fir'd  with  vengeance,  fweep  along  the  fhores. 

Halefus  flew  to  meet  the  conqu'ring  foe  ;  595 

Sheath'd  in  bright  arms,  he  rofe  to  ev'ry  blow. 
Firft  Ladon  funk  beneath  his  pointed  fteel ; 
Then  great  Demodocus  and  Pheres  fell. 
While  bold  Strymonius  flies  before  the  band 
To  feize  his  throat ;  the  faulchion  lops  his  hand  ;    600 
Harl'd  from  his  arm,  a  ftone  defcended  full 
On  Thoas'  head,  and  crufli'd  the  batter'd  fliull. 
His  old  prophetic  fire,  with  tender  care, 
Conceal'd,  and  warn'd  Halefus  from  the  war. 
But  when  in  death  he  clos'd  his  aged  eyes,  605 

The  fatal  fifters  claim'd  their  deftin'd  prize. 
Now  flood  the  warrior  (for  his  hour  drew  near) 
A  vi(flim  facred  to  th'  Evandrian  fpear. 
His  jav'lin  Pallas  at  the  vidlor  throws. 
But  firfl  the  youth  prefers  his  ardent  vows  ;  610 

O  father  Tyber  !  give  my  winged  dart. 
To  fly  diredl  through  proud  Halefus'  heart ! 
His  arms  and  fpoils  thy  facred  oak  fliall  bear ; 
So  pray'd  the  youth  ;  the  god  allows  his  pray'r. 
Hale'.us  fliields  Imaon  from  the  foe,  615 

But  leaves  his  bre.aft  all-naked  to  the  blow. 
He  fell ;  his  fall  alarm'd  the  Latian  hofl: ; 
They  wept,  and  mourn'd  the  mighty  hero  loft. 
But  foon  brave  Laufus  rais'd  them  from  defpair ; 
J.aufus,  who  flione  confpicuous  in  the  war.  620 

S  4  Sterti 
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Stern  Abas  fiill:  he  flew,  of  matchlefs  might. 

Who  ilood  unmov'd,  the  bulwark  of  the  fight. 

Now  bled  the  Tufcan,  now  th*  Arcadian  train. 

And  Troy's  bold  fons,  who  'fcr.p'd  the  Greeks  in  vain. 

Fierce  to  the  fight  beneath  their  chiefs  they  canit ;  625 

Their  chiefs,  their  numbers,  and  their  ftrength,  the  fame. 

The  rear  clofe-prefiing  to  the  dire  alarms, 

Th'  incumber'd  troops  fcarce  wield  their  ufelefs  arms. 

Here  Pallas  fires  his  train,  and  Laufus  there  ; 

In  al!  their  charms  the  blooming  youths  appear.      6jo 

Poor,  hap'.efs  youths !  alas  !  your  native  plain 

Muft  never,  never  blefs  your  eyes  again  ! 

In  vain  would  you  engage  !  for  Jove  withftands ; 

Both,  both  mull  fiill ;  but  fall  by  greater  hands  ! 

Now  Turniis  to  the  aid  of  Laufus  came,  635 

Warn'd  by  his  filler  *,  the  cclellial  dame  ; 
Through  cleaving  ranks  he  drives  his  kindling  car 
With  furious  fpeed,  and  tliunders  through  the  war. 
Forbear,  forbear  ;  nor  touch  my  due,  he  cries  ; 
For  Pallas,  Pallas  is  your  leader's  prize.  640 

To  me,  to  me  alone,  belongs  the  fight : 
Oh  I  could  his  fire  be  witnefs  to  the  fight ! 
He  faid  ;  and  at  the  word,  th'  obedient  train 
At  once  retir'd,  and  left  an  open  plain. 
The  youth  with  wonder  faw  the  parting  band,         645 
Heard  t!ie  bold  challenge,  and  the  proud  command. 
With  many  a  fiery  glance  he  roll'd  his  eyes 
Around  his  manly  limbs,  and  ample  fize ; 
And  to  his  haughty  fee,  in  (hort,  replies : 
•  Jururna. 

Now, 


i 
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Now,  by  thy  royal  fpoils  I  will  acquire  650 

Immortal  fame  ;  or  glorloufly  expire ! 

Then  vaunt  no  more,  for  know,  almighty  Jove 

Beholds  ihe  fight,  impartial,  from  above. 

This  faid;  amid  the  field  the  hero  ftrode  ; 

All-chill'd  with  fear,  the  pale  Arcadians  flood.        655 

The  Daunian  chief  fprung  dreadful  from  the  car. 
And  rufh'd  on  foot,  impetuous  to  the  war ; 
Kufh'd,  as  a  lion,  from  the  mountain's  height. 
On  fome  fiern  bull,  that  meditates  the  fight. 

But  foon  as  Pallas  faw  the  prince  appear  660 

Within  due  diftance  of  the  flying  fpear, 
Tho'  far  o'er-match'd,  the  youth  his  fortune  tries ; 
And,  ere  he  threw  the  dart,  invok'd  the  (kies : 
O  great  Alcides  !  by  my  father's  feaft, 
ThyfelfvouchfaPd  to  grace,  a  glorious  guefl;         665 
AffiH  his  fon,  and  crown  his  bold  defign ; 
Let  Turnus  fall,  and  own  the  conquell:  mine  ; 
And,  while  the  vidlor  fpoils  the  bloody  prize. 
View  the  proud  trophy  with  his  clcung  eyes. 
His  ardent  pray'r  with  grief  Alcides  hears,  67  p 

And  pours  a  flood  of  unavailing  tears ' 
While  in  his  breall:  he  check'd  the  rifing  groan, 
Th'  all-gracious  father  footh'd  his  forrowing  fon: 

To  all  that  breathe,  is  fixt  th'  appointed  date ; 
Life  is  but  Ihort,  and  circumfcrib'd  by  fate  :  67J 

'Tis  virtue's  work,  by  fame  to  ftretch  the  fpan, 
Whofe  fcanty  limit  bounds  the  days  of  man. 
How  many  fons  of  gods  wt;re  doom'd  to  fall, 
Qreat  as  they  were  I  beneath  the  Trojan  wall  ? 

Greaij 
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Great  as  he  was !  among  the  mighty  dead,  680 

Ev'n  my  own  Ion,  the  brave  Sarpedon  bled  : 

Fierce  Turnus  too  the  cruel  fates  attend. 

And  now,  ev'n  now,  his  race  is  at  an  end. 

This  faid ;  th'  almighty  fov'reign  of  the  (kies 

Turns  from  the  fcene  of  blood  his  facred  eyes.        685 

Now  with  full  force  his  jav'lin  Pallas  threw 
And  from  the  fheath  the  fhining  faulchion  drew. 
The  whizzing  fpear,  with  erring  courfe  impeli'd. 
Flew  through  the  ringing  margin  of  the  fhield. 
And,  glancing,  raz'd  the  fiioulder  of  the  foe. —     69© 
Then  Turnus  fliook  the  lance ;  prcpar'd  to  throw ; 
He  fhook  the  lance  ;  and  fee,  he  cry'd,  if  mine 
Reach  not  the  mark ;  a  furer  dart  than  thine  ! 
He  faid,  and  threw.     The  fpear  with  forceful  fway 
Broke,  through  the  folid  fliield,  its  delHn'd  way;    695 
Through  ev'ry  ileely  plate,  and  brazen  fold. 
Through  ftrong  bull-hides,  around  the  buckler  roll'd ; 
Through  the  thick  cuirafs  flew  the  furious  dart, 
Transfix'd  his  breaft,  and  planted  in  his  heart. 
From  the  wide  wound  in  vain  the  lance  he  tore,      70a 
The  purple  foul  came  floating  with  the  gore. 
Down  funk  the  youth  ;  his  rattling  arms  rcfound ; 
He  fpurns,  and  grinds  in  blood  the  holHle  ground. 
Then,  as  he  ftrode,  exulting,  o'er  the  dead, 
Thus  to  th'  Arcadian  train  the  viclor  faid :  705 

Go  ! — be  this  meflTage  to  your  mafter  known ; 
Such  as  the  fire  deferv'd,  I  fend  the  fen ; 
Unbrib'd,  unfought  his  rciicks  I  bellow. 
If  fan'ral  honours  can  relieve  hib  woe. 

Dear 
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Dear  for  the  Trojans  friendlhip  has  he  paid  ! —       710 

Then,  with  his  foot  he  preft  the  proftrate  dead; 

Seiz'd  his  embioider'd  belt,  a  glorious  prey  I 

And  f.om  his  bofom  rent  the  prize  away. 

la  this  rich  belt,  with  precious  gold  inlaid. 

His  utmoit  art  Eurytion  had  difplay'd.  71  r 

Here,  thick  embofs'd,  the  fifty  daughters  fhed 

Their  conforts  blood,  and  ilain'd  the  bridal  bedj 

The  rais'd,  bold  figures,  all  divinely-bright 

Came  out,  and  flood  projefting  to  the  fight. 

This  fpoil  proud  Turnus  with  triumphant  eyes         720 

Surveys,  and  glories  in  the  coftly  prize. 

But  man,  too  haughty  in  a  profp'rous  flate. 
Grows  blind  and  heedlefs  of  his  future  fate : 
The  time  fhall  come,  when  Turnus  in  difmay, 
Shdl  mourn  thefe  fpoils,  and  this  viftorious  day;    725 
Shall  V,  iih,  too  late  !   the  ro'den  belt  unfbught. 
And  curie  the  trophies  he  fb  dearly  bought  ! 

With  groans  and  tears  th'  Arcadians  on  a  fhield. 
Bear  back  their  breathiefs  leader  from  the  field. 

Thus  to  thy  father's  arms  dolt  thou  retire,  730 

Brave  youth,  the  grief  and  glory  of  thy  fire  ! 
O  early  loft  !  with  ftrength  and  beauty  grac"d  ! 
This  thy  firfl:  day  of  warfare  was  thy  lall : 
Yet  didll  thou  fcatter  death  through  half  an  hoft  ; 
And,  er«  thy  own,  a  tlioufand  lives  were  loll.         735 

Now  by  fpeclators,  not  the  voice  of  fa!r:e. 
To  Troy's  great  chief  thefe  mournful  tidings  came ; 
That  round  his  friends,  on  danger,  danger  grows. 
Who  claim  his  aid  en:ompafs'd  by  the  foes, 

V/it^ 
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With  his  huge  weighty  fword,  without  delay,      74a 
Thro'  bleeding  ranks  he  cleaves  an  ample  way. 
Thee,  Turnus,  thee  he  feeks  along  the  plain. 
Proud  of  the  f^ioils  of  haplefs  Pallas  flain. 
The  genial  feaft,  the  fon,  the  fire  combin'd. 
Leagues,  friendlliip,  all,  came  rufhing  on  his  mindr^745 

Four  youths  by  Sulmo,  four  by  Ufens,  bred. 
Unhappy  viclims !  delHn'd  to  the  dead. 
He  feiz"d  alive,  to  offer  on  the  pyre. 
And  fprinkle  with  their  blood  the  fun'ral  fire. 
At  Magnus  next  his  furious  fpear  he  caft,  7-5 

But  o'er  hii  head  the  quiv'rlng  weapon  paft : 
The  wretch  embrac'd  his  knees,  and  try'd  with  art. 
To  bend  his  ftern,  inexorable  heart. 
By  thy  dead  father's  Ihade,  tiiy  fuppliant  fpare  ! 
5y  all  the  hopes  of  thy  furviving  heir !  755 

Preferve,  viclorious  prince,  this  life  alone, 
To  glad  a  longing  father  and  a  fon ! 
High  in  my  dome  are  filver  talents  roll'd. 
With  piles  of  labour'd  and  unlabour'd  gold, 
Thcfe,  to  procure  my  ranfom,  I  refign ;  76c 

The  war  depends  not  on  a  life  like  mine  ! 
One,  one  poor  life,  can  no  fuch  difFrence  yield, 
Nor  turn  the  mighty  balance  of  the  field  ! 

Thy  talents  (cry'd  the  prince),  thy  treafur'd  ftore 
K"ep  for  thy  fons ;  but  talk  of  terms  no  more.        763 
Your  chief,  when  Pallas  he  depriv'd  of  breath. 
Left  no  conditions  but  revenge  and  death. 
So  deems  my  li-v'ing  fon  ;  my  fire  below  ; 
And,  from  this  fvvorJ,  demand  the  life  of  ev'ry  foe. 

TJiis 
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This  faid ;  he  feiz'd  his  helm  ;  and,  while  he  pray'd,  77* 
Deep-bury'd  in  his  neck  the  flaming  blade. 

Apollo's  prlefl:,  illulWous  Omen's  fen. 
In  purple  robes  and  radiant  armour  flione. 
The  facred  fillets  bind  his  brows  in  vain  ! 
Swift  flies  the  gaudy  warrior  o'er  the  plain.  775 

Beneath  the  prince  the  haplefs  vidim  dies. 
And  fate  in  endlefs  flumber  feals  his  eyes. 
Sereftus  ftrips  his  arms  ;  a  coftiy  load ; 
A  trophy  deiHn'd  to  the  *  Thracian  god. 

Umbro,  the  Marfian  chief,  exerts  his  might,      780 
And  valiant  Ca:culus  renews  the  fight, 
Againll  the  prince  he  warms  the  troops  in  vain ! — 
He  pours,  he  ftorms,  he  thunders  through  the  plain  ; 
liOps  warlike  Anxur's  arms  ;  the  hand  and  Ihield 
Drop  down,  an  ufelefs  burthen  on  the  field.  785 

Before  he  vaunted,  and  he  feem'd  to  rife 
In  his  proud  thought,  exaulted,  to  the  Ikies. 
But  ah  !  in  vain  he  rais'd  his  haughty  mind 
With  the  fond  hope  of  years  on  years  behind  ! 

In  arms  great  Taiqaitus  all-blazing  flood,  790 

Sprung  from  a  Dr)^ad  and  a  Sylvan  god. 
Full  in  the  hero's  front  he  dar'd  appear ; 
But  through  his  Ihield  and  corflet  flew  the  fpear. 
Then  as  he  pray'd,  and  begg'd  his  life  in  vain. 
He  lopp'd  his  head,  that  roll'd  along  the  plain.        795 
The  trunk  ftill  beating  on  the  ground  below. 
Thus  in  proud  triumph  (poke  his  conqu'ring  foe : 

*  Mars. 

Lie> 
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Lie,  mighty  warrior,  there  !  no  mother's  hand 

Shall  now  inter  thee  in  thy  nn.tive  land; 

B'.'t  hungry  bcalls  thy  wretched  corfe  lliall  tear,      800 

The  fiiTies  of  the  flood,  and  fowls  of  air. 

Lycas  and  brave  Anta;us  next  he  kill'd. 
Fierce  as  they  fought,  the  champions  of  the  field. 
Numa,  and  fair  Camertes,  than  he  flew. 
Who  from  bold  Volfceus  his  proud  lineage  drew.     805 
By  far  the  wealthieil  of  the  Latian  train  ; 
And  foft  Amyclas  own'd  his  eafy  reign. 

And  as,  of  old,  the  huge  yEgeon  ftooi 
Engag'd  in  battle  with  the  thund'ring  god  ; 
Shook  high  Olympus  with  the  dire  alarms,  810 

And  wag'd  the  war  with  ail  his  hundred  arms ; 
Long  flames  from  fifty  mouths  the  fiend  expires 
Back  to  th;;  ficies,  and  anfwers  fires  with  fires ; 
iiS  many  fliining  fwords  he  fliook,  and  held, 
Oppos'd  ta  ev'ry  bolt,  a  pond'rous  fhield.  8 1 5 

So,  when  his  reeking  fwords  in  blood  was  dy'd. 
Fought  the  brave  prince,  and  rag'd  on  ev'ry  fide. 

Now  fierce  he  ruih'd  againll  Nyphsus'  car. 
Who  fhone  confpicuous  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
"With  wild  affright  the  flartlcd  fleeds  beheld  820 

The  tow'rlng  hero  blazing  o'er  the  field ; 
Flew  back,  and  caft:  their  niafter  on  the  plain ; 
Then  whirl'd  the  bounding  chariot  to  the  main. 

Ligcr  and  Lucagus  next  came  in  view  : 
Drawn  by  white  courfers,  thro'  the  troops  they  flew  ;  825 
Two  haughty  brothers ;  that,  the  courfers  fway'd  ; 
This  brandiHi'd  high  in  air  the  glitt'rixig  blade. 

Their 
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Their  threats  the  Trojan  chief  difdain'd  to  bear, 

Rufh'd  on,  and  fhook  aloft  the  pointed  fpear. 

No  Phrygian  fields  are  thefe  (proud  Liger  faid),     830 

Nor  thefe  the  Heeds  of  Argive  Diomede  ; 

You  'fcape  not  this,  as  once  Achilles'  car ; 

Here  ends  thy  life,  and  here  fliall  end  the  war ! 

Thus  the  mad  boaller->— but,  devoid  of  fear. 

The  prince,  in  anfwer,  launch'd  his  whizzing  fpear.  835 

Then,  while  the  brother,  bending  o'er  the  horfe. 

With  his  keen  jav'lin  urg'd  the  fiery  courfe. 

And,  with  one  foot  protended,  rufh'd  to  fight. 

The  lance,  that  inftant,  wing'd  its  fatal  flight; 

Beneath  the  fhining  margin  of  the  fliield,  840 

Swift  through  the  groin  the  pointed  jav'lin  held. 

Down  finks  the  warrior  with  a  dreadful  found. 

And,  grim  in  death,  lies  grov'ling  on  the  ground. 

The  conqu'ring  prince  beheld  him  as  he  bled. 

And  thus,  in  fcornful  terms,  befpoke  the  dead:       845 

Nor  were  your  couriers  flow ;  nor  vain  affright 

At  empty  Ihadows  tLirn'd  your  fieeds  to  flight; 

Yourfelf,  brave  Lucagus,  forfook  the  car. 

And,  vaulting  on  the  field,  declined  the  war ! 

This  faid;  he  feiz'd  the  courfers  by  die  rein;        850  ") 

When  thus  the  brotlier,  cafl  upon  the  plain,  C 

With  Hfted  hands  implor'd  the  chief  in  vain;  J 

Now,  by  thyfelf,  thy  mercy  I  implore ; 

By  thofe  who  fuch  a  godlike  hero  bore ; 

Tiiis  forfeit  life,  divine  yEaeas,  fpare,  8c c 

And  with  foft  pity  liicen  to  my  pray'r. 
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In  far,  far  difF'rent  terms  you  talk'd  before  ; 

Die  then  (replies  the  prince),  and  plead  no  more; 

Go  I — 'tis  a  brother's  part — in  duty  go. 

And  wait  thy  brother  to  the  realms  below  t  860 

He  rai.s'd  the  (word  aloft,  as  thus  he  faid. 

And  in  his  bofom  plung'd  the  pointed  blade. 

Thus,  like  a  ilorm  or  torrent,  o'er  the  ground 
I  Ic  ruln'd,  and  fpread  the  flaughter  wide  around ; 
Till  from  their  works,  fo  long  beiieg'd  in  vain,      865 
Break  forth  Afcanius  and  the  Trojan  train. 

While  thus  the  battle  bicd  ;  imperial  Jove 
Addrefs'd  his  confort  in  the  realms  above. 
As  both  from  heav'n  fur\ey'd  the  deathful  fcene  : 
Say,  fiiler-goddefs,  and  my  beauteous  queen,  870 

Still,  is  it  ftill  your  thought,  that  Venus'  care 
Supports  her  favou.'d  Trojans  in  the  war? 
See  !  how  the  martial  bands  increafe  in  might ! 
Strong  from  their  wounds !  and  vig'rous  for  the  fight! 
Can  fucii  brave  heroes,  who  fuch  dangers  prove,     875 
Depend  for  fuccour  on  the  queen  of  love  ? 

And  why,  my  lord,  fubmiflive,  fhe  rejoin'd, 
Thefe  words  fevcre,  to  rack  my  anxious  mind  ? 
Did  ftill  youi"  love  (as  fure  it  {hould)  remain, 
A  wife  and  fifter  might  not  plead  in  vain,  880 

That  from  the  field  poor  Turnus  may  retire. 
Exempt  from  death,  and  glad  his  longing  fire.— 
But  let  him  die,  fince  Jove  has  fo  decreed  !  — 
To  glut  the  Trojan  vengeance,  let  him  bleed  I — 
And  yet  his  birth  might  fome  diftinft'on  claim,        885 
Since  from  our  own  celcllial  line  he  came. 


VIRGIL'S    j^NEID.    BOOK   X.      273 

To  thy  great  name  due  honours  ha;  he  paid, 

And  rich  oblations  on  thy  altars  laid. 

Thus  fpoke  the  fuppliant  queen ;  and  thus  replh;. 

In  brief,  th'  almighty  fov'reign  of  the  {kies :  890 

If  'tis  your  pray'r  to  fpare  his  forfeit  breath. 
By  a  fliort  1  efpite  of  approaching  death  ; 
Snatch  him  this  inftant  from  the  fatal  hour. 
This  grace  we  grant  him  ; — and  we  grant  no  mere. 
For  if  you  beg  his  deftin'd  life  to  fpare ;  895 

Or  turn  the  courfe  and  fortune  of  the  war ; 
Vain  your  requeft,  and  vain  your  hope  appears — 
To  whom  once  more,  the  penfive  queen,  with  tears : 

And  what,  my  lord,  if  you  reverfe  the  doom  ? 
Spare  the  dear  youth,  and  fave  him  from  the  tomb  Igoo 
Ev'n  from  your  foul  this  grace  if  you  will  give, 
(Which  fcarce  you  prcmife)  that  he  yet  may  live  ! 
Ah  !  now  I  fee,  or  in  my  fears  portend. 
The  guiltlefs  youth  approaching  to  his  end ! 
But  may  thofe  fears,  my  fov'reign  lord,  be  vain,    905 
And  your  almighty  povv'r  recal  his  doom  again  I 

Tills  fald ;  with  momentary  fpeed  flie  flies. 
Wrapt  in  a  winged  whirlwind,  down  the  fkies; 
In  fable  ftorms  (he  drives  the  clouds  before  ; 
Then  to  the  f.eldi  of  fight  her  courfe  ihe  bore  ;        910 
There,  in  Eneas'  fhape,  a  figur'd  fhade 
Of  light  impaffive  air,  the  gcddefs  made. 
A  Trojan  fpear  the  fpefire  feem'd  to  wield. 
Wore  a  proud  creft  and  imitated  fliield  ! 
And  fpoke  with  empty  words,  in  vaunting  ftrain,    915 
And,  like  the  chief,  came  tow'ring  o'er  the  plain. 

Vol.  LIIL  T  (Such 


a?4  PITT'S    POEMS. 

(Such  are  the  fleeting  forms  in  vifions  bred. 
And  fuch  the  gliding  fpedlres  of  the  dead.) 
The  threat'ning  phantom  made  his  bold  advance. 
On  Turnus  call'd,  and  fhook  his  airy  lance.  920 

The  Daunian  prince  his  founding  jav'Iin  threw ; 
While  widi  diflembled  fear,  the  phantom  flew. 
Deluded  Turnus  thought  the  Trojan  fled, 
Burn'd  with  new  hopes,  and  thus,  exulting,  faid : 
Flies  then  -<Eneas,  to  his  fears  refign'd,  925 

And  leaves  a  princefs'  royal  bed  behind .'' — 
The  land,  for  which  he  crofs'd  the  fcormy  wave. 
This  arm  fliall  give — and  here  he  finds  a  grave  I 
Then  fliook.  his  fword,  and  chas'd  him  thro'  the  war ; 
But  his  ftiort  triumph  foon  was  loll  in  air  1  930 

By  chance  a  fhip  flood  anchor'd  by  the  fliore, 
(Which  late,  from  Cluflum,  king  Ofmius  bore) 
Clofe  ftieker'd  by  a  rock,  that  breaks  the  tides ; 
The  planks  were  laid,  to  climb  her  lofty  fides. 
Swift  to  her  darkfome  hold  the  ftiade  withdrew  j      935 
As  fwift  glad  Turnus  to  the  veflel  flew. 
That  inftant  Juno  cut  the  cords  away, 
Unmoor'd  the  bark,  and  launch'd  her  on  the  fea. 
Meantime  yEneas  feeks  his  abfent  foe. 
And  fends  whole  fquadrcns  to  the  ghoils  below.       9^0 
]So  more  for  flicker  row  the  phantom  flies. 
But  mounts  aloft,  and  mixes  with  the  fkies. 
While  Turnus  far  in  open  ocean  fails, 
(The  vefl!el  wafted  by  the  rifing  gales) 
Many  a  long  look,  back  on  the  battle  bends,  945 

And  hears  the  cries  of  his  forfaken  fj  iends  : 

On 
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On  fiich  hard  terms  abhors  to  live,  and  rears 
His  haads  and  voice,  in  anguifh,  to  the  ftars  : 

What  are  my  crimes,  ahnighty  Jove,  that  claim 
This  endlefs  infamy  to  blafl:  my  name  ?  950 

This  dreadful  doom  is  too  fevere  by  far ; 
This  load  of  life  is  more  tlian  I  can  bear! 
Whence  came  I  here?  and  whither  am  I  borne? 
How  could  I  fl)'  ? — ah  !  how  fhall  I  return  ? 
Oh  I  with  what  eyes  can  I  behold  again  955 

Yon  regal  walls,  or  yon  deftrted  train  ? 
How  will  my  friends  purfue  my  name  with  hate  ? 
By  me,  their  worthy  chief,  expos'd  to  fate  ! 
Thofe  fiiends  (ye  godi)  I  left  on  yonder  plain, 
In  my  ciirs'd  caufe  and  quarrel,  to  be  fljiin  !  560 

Hal — now  I  fee  'em  fly,  or  bite  the  ground  !  — 
I  hear,  I  llart  at  ev'ry  dying  found. 
What,  what  can  now  be  done  ? — on  land  or  fea 
What  gulf  win  open  for  a  wretch  like  me  ? 
Ye  winds,  ye  llorm?,  your  pity  I  implore,  96,  "i 

Drive,  drive  my  bark  on  feme  rough  rocky  {here,      ( 
Where,  nor  my  friends,  nor  fame,  may  ever  find  me  • 
more !  J 

This  faid  ;  the  prince  debates,  by  fhame  opprefs'd, 
Whether  to  plunge  the  faulchion  in  his  breafl; ; 
Or  from  the  veiTel  leap  amid  the  main,  970  . 

Swim  back  and  mingle  in  the  fight  again. 
Thrice  on  each  bold  refolve  his  foul  was  bent ; 
And  thrice  great  Juno  check'd  the  rafli  intent. 
The  goddefs  wafts  him  down,  fecure  from  harm.s. 
Lands,  and  reftores  him  to  his  father's  arms.  975 

T  z  Mezen- 
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Mezentius  now,  infpir'd  by  Jove's  commands. 
Succeeds  the  chief,  invades  the  Trojan  bands. 
On  him,  and  him  alone  the  Tufcans  ran. 
With  all  their  darts ;  an  army  on  a  man. 
But,  like  a  rock,  the  dire  alarms  he  flood  ;  980 

A  rock,  whofe  fides  projeft  into  the  flood ; 
That  hears,  above,  the  furious  whirlwind  blow, 
And  fees  the  frothy  billows  break  below ; 
But  ftands  unmov'd,  majeftically  high. 
And  braves  the  idle  rage  of  ocean  and  the  fky.        985 

Firft  Dolicaon's  fon  the  monarch  flew ; 
Next  on  the  trembling  Latagus  he  flew ; 
Fierce  in  his  hand  a  pond'rous  ftone  he  took. 
And  on  his  vifage  dafh'd  the  broken  rock ; 
Then  drove  thro'  Palmus  knee  the  pointed  fleel :     990 
And  left  the  warrior  grov'ling  where  he  fell. 
His  glitt'ring  arms  young  Laufus'  flioulders  fpread. 
And  the  plum'd  helmet  nodded  o'er  his  head. 
Next  Evas  bleeds  beneath  his  vengeful  fpear. 
With  Mimas,  Paris'  friend  and  bold  compeer;        995      ■ 
Theano  bore  him  when  the  queen  of  Troy, 
Pregnant  with  flame  prodiic'd  the  fatal  boy; 
Yet  in  his  native  land  was  Paris  flain  ! 
But  haplefs  Mimas  on  a  foreign  plain  ! 

And  as  fome  mighty  boar,  who  long  has  fed     1000 
High  on  the  rough  aerial  mountain's  head, 
Chas'd  by  the  hounds,  fhoots  down  the  hanging  brow 
V/ith  fpecd  impetuous  to  the  vale  below ; 
When  on  the  toils  the  furious  monfter  flics. 
O'er  his  bent  back  the  flarting  briftles  rife  ;  1005- 

Stopp'd 
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Stopp'd  and  entangled,  now  he  foams  with  ire; 

Now  his  red  eye-balls  glare  with  living  fire. 

The  clam'rous  hunters,  cautious  to  engage. 

With  (houts  and  darts  a  diilant  combat  wage ; 

He  turns,  he  grinds  his  teeth;  and,  void  of  fear,  loio 

Shakes  his  huge  fides,  and  fheds  the  fcatter'd  war. 

Thus  (though  inflam'd  with  jaft  revenge  they  Hand) 

None  dare  engage  the  monarch  hand  to  hand  ; 

But  from  afar  their  miffile  darts  they  fling, 

And  with  loud  Ihouts  provoke  the  rdging  king.      1015 

Acron,  of  Argive  race,  for  fame  had  fled 
The  joys  of  love,  and  left  the  fpoafal  bed. 
In  purple  plumes  he  tow'r'd,  with  gaudy  pride, 
Grac'd  with  the  favours  of  his  beauteous  bride. 
The  Tufcan  king  beheld  him  from  afar,  1020 

Scatt'ring  the  ranks,  and  glitt'ring  through  the  war. 

As  when  a  lion,  that,  with  hunger  bold. 
Roams  grimly  round  the  fences  of  the  fold. 
Spies  a  tall  goat,  the  chief  of  all  the  train. 
Or  beamy  flag,  hlgh-ftalklng  o'er  the  plain  ;         1025 
His  horrid  mane  he  rears,  he  runs,  he  flies. 
Expands  his  jaws,  and  darts  upon  the  prize  ; 
The  prize  he  rends,  with  a  tremendous  roar. 
And,  growling,  rages  in  a  foam  of  gore  : 
Thus,  on  th'  embattled  foes,  Mezcntius  flew,        1030 
And  Acron  in  the  pride  of  beauty  flew. 
His  gufliing  blood  the  broken  dart  dillains,    . 
And,  as  he  falls,  he  fpurns  the  hoftile  plains. 

Now  round  the  kinfr  the  growing  flaughter  fpread. 
Who  fcorn'd  to  kill  Orodes  as  he  fled  ;  103  j' 

T  3  Bat, 
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But,  with  preventive  fpeed,  Mezentiiis  ran, 

Turn'd  iliort,  and  bravely  fought  him,  man  to  man  ; 

Tlien  prefs'd  him  with  his  foot  and  lance  ;  and  cries ; 

Behold,  behold,  my  friends,  no  vulgar  prize 

Lo  I  vanquilli'd  by  your  king,  the  great  Oro 

A  fadden  tranfpori  fiics  the  maitial  train,  1041 

And  (houts  of  triumph  echo  round  the  plain. 

When  thus  the  dying  chief:  infulting  foe  ! 

Soon,  like  my  own,  fhall  thy  proud  head  iie  low. 

Vengeance  is  on  the  wing  ;  black  fate  is  nigh  ;      1045 

And  here,  e'ci  here,  art  thou  fore-doom  d  to  die— - 

However,  die  tliou  firll !   the  idiig  reply'd 

(All-giimly  fmiling  wltii  difJainful  pride;) 

And  let  your  boalled  Jove  for  me  provide. 

Then  from  the  corfc  the  bloody  dart  he  drew;       1050 

The  fhadcs  of  death  came  hov'ring  o'er  his  view. 

Slow,  in  dim  mills,  the  hea\y  vapours  rife. 

And  in  eternal  (lumber  feal  his  eyes. 

Now  by  brave  Caedicus,  Alcailious  fell ; 
Hydafies  funk  beneath  Sacrator's  fteel ;  1055 

His  weighty  fpear  the  valiant  Rapo  threw. 
And  mighty  Orfes  and  Parthenius  flew. 
Clonius  the  next  by  Neptune's  fon  was  flain. 
And  Ericetes  prefs"d  the  bloody  plain  : 
This,  on  the  ground,  the  godlike  hero  kill'd ;       lc6o 
'1  hat,  his  mad  courfer  caft  upon  the  field. 

Next,  Tufcan  Valerus,  as  Agis  flrode 
Before  the  ranks,  thy  jav'lin  drank  his  blood. 
Thy  faulchion,  vSalius,  pierc'd  Atronir.s'  fide  ; 
fhe  haplefs  victor  by  Nea'.ces  dy'd,  1065 

Skill'4 


VIRGIL'S    ylENEID.    BOOK   X.      279 

SklU'd  or  to.  dart  the  lance,  or  bend  the  bow. 
And  reach  from  far  the  unfufpe<5ting  foe. 

The  god  of  war,  in  equal  balance,  held 
The  rage,  the  woes,  and  flaughters  of  the  field. 
Fix'd  on  the  fpot,  the  troops  difdain-'to  fly  ;  1070 

By  turns,  the  vanquifh'd  and  the  vidlors  die. 
From  realms  of  light,  th'  immortal  pow'rs  inclin'd 
Their  eyes,  and  mourn  the  havock  of  mankind  ! 
Here  heav'n's  imperial  queen,  and  Venus,  there. 
Lean  forward  from  the  fky  to  view  the  war ;  1075 

While  pale  Tifiphone,  with  dire  alarms. 
Inflames  the  riflng  rage,  and  calls  the  hofl:s  to  arms. 

Now  his  vaft  fpear  aloft  Mezentius  held  ; 
Haughty  and  high  he  moves,  and  blazes  o'er  the  field. 
So  through  mid  ocean  when  Orion  fl:rides,  1080 

His  bulk  enormous  tow'rs  above  the  tides : 
So,  when  he  grafps  iti  his  tremendous  hand 
Some  mountain  oak,  and  ftalks  along  tlie  land. 
Above  the  clouds  his  ample  ftioulders  rife. 
And  his  huge  ft;ature  heaves  into  the  fkies  !  1085 

^neas  mark'd  the  hero  from  afar. 
And  through  the  ranks  rufh'd  furious  to  the  war. 
The  hero  llands  collecfled  in  his  might. 
Defies  the  godlike  prince,  and  waits  the  fight. 
Soon  as  he  faw  the  mighty  chief  advance  1090 

Within  due  difl:ance  of  his  flying  lance. 
Now,  now,  my  fpear,  and  conqu'ring  hand,  he  cry'd, 
(Mezentius  owns  no  deity  befide  !) 
Aflift  my  vows ;  fucceed  my  martial  toils. 
To  ftrip  yon  pirate  of  his  bloody  fpoUs.  1095 

T  4  Thou, 
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Thou,  Liuius !  tho'j,  Eneas'  arms  flialt  bear, 

A  living  tropiiv  of  my  deeds  in  war ! 

He  faid,  and  hurl'd  the  jav'lin  o'er  the  field. 

That  fung  and  glanc'd  cbliqiiely  from  the  fhield  ; 

But  held  its  furious  courfe,  and,  turning  wide,       i  loo 

Drove  deep  the  point  in  great  Antores'  fide  : 

The  great  Antores  (an  illulnious  name) 

Evnnder's  gueil,  from  ancient  Argos  came  ; 

Late  Ln  th'  Arc.dian  court  he  made  abode  ; 

AJcides'  former  friend,  and  partner  of  the  god  :    1 105 

But  now,  unhappy! — by  another's  wound 

He  bleeds,  he  fails,  he  welters  on  the  ground ; 

And,  while  he  caft  to  heav'n  his  fwim.ming  eyes. 

Turns  his  lall  thoughts  on  Argos,  as  he  dies  I 

Next,  his  Jlrong  lance  the  pious  Trojan  cafl ;     1 1 10 
Swift  throi:gh  the  fiiining  orb  the  jav'lin  pail. 
Through  linen  plaits,  a  triple  bra[zen  fold, 
And  three  bull-hides,  around  the  buckler  roll'd  ; 
Deep  pierc'd  his  groin,  and  there  its  fury  ftay'd — 
The  llrcaming  blood  the  chief  with  joy  furvey'd  ;  1 1 15 
Then  from  the  (heath  the  fl\ining  f:iulchion  drew. 
And  furious  on  the  wounded  monarch  flew. 

Thi'i  fees  brave  Laufus,  his  illuftrious  fon. 
Fears  for  his  danger,  and  forgets  his  own  ; 
And,  while  grief,  rage,  and  love,  his  bofom  fire,   1 120 
Sighs,  v/eeps,  and  runs,  to  difengage  his  fire. 
Here  then,  if  future  times  will  credit  give. 
Thy  pniife,  heroic  ycuth  !   iTiall  ever  live  ; 
Poor,  pity'd  youth  ! — in  life's  firit  early  bloom, 
S::atch'd  from  the  world,  and  hurry 'd  to  the  tomb  !  1125 

Incum- 
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Incumber'd  by  the  fpcar  that  pierc'd  the  fhield. 

With  tir'd,  flow  fieps,  the  monarch  quits  the  field  : 

Forth  fbrings  the  fon  againft  the  Trojan  lord. 

And  ruih'd  beneath  the  long-d^fcending  fword  j 

riics  to  prevent  the  meditated  blow,  1 130 

And  guard  his  bleeding  fatlier  from  the  foe. 

His  friends,  with  darts,  the  prince  at  dillance  ply. 

And  with  their  loud  applaufes  rend  the  iky. 

The  hero  rages,  as  the  javlins  play'd. 

And  lies  coUedled  in  the  buckler's  fhade.  ^  ^35 

As  when  the  rattling  hall,  impetuous,  pours. 
And  the  wide  field  iiviokes  with  the  rulhing  fhow'rs. 
To  the  fafe  fhelving  banks  the  fwains  repair. 
Or  to  feme  cavern'd  rock ;  and,  fliclter'd  there. 
Wait  till  the  furious  tempefl:  break  away  ;  1 140 

And  then  renew  the  labours  of  the  day. 
So,  ply'd  by  fhow'rs  of  jav'lins  from  afar. 
The  chief  fuftain'd  the  tempeft  of  the  war 
On  his  broad  fhield  ;  and  thus  the  godlike  man 
Exhorts,  and  begs,  and  threats  the  youth  in  vain  :  1 145 
Whither,  to  death,  ah  !  whither  wouldlt  tiiou  run. 
And  tempt  a  hand  far  mightier  than  thy  own  ? 
Ah  !  yet,  poor  Laufas !  from  the  fielJ  remove ; 
You  fly  to  ruin,  urg'd  by  fJiai  love. 

He  warn'd  in  vain  !  the  youth  the  prince  defies ;  1 1 50 
Till  all  his  dreadful  wrath  began  to  rife ; 
The  Fates  prepare  tlieir  fheers ;  the  Dardan  lord 
Unflicaths,  and  whirls  aloft  the  thund'ring  fword : 
The  thund'ring  {word,  wiih  all  his  force  apply'd. 
Furious  he  drove,  and  bury'd  in  his  fide.  1155 

Th§ 
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The  dirllling  point,  with  boundlefs  rage  imprefs'd, 
Pjerc'd  the  light  buckle,  and  the  golden  veft. 
Which  hii  fond  mother's  hands  embroider'd  o'er  ; 
And  his  fair  breaft  was  llain'd  with  crimfon  gore : 
Ihe  peafive  fpirit  leaves  the  corfe  behind,  1160 

Fiies  to  the  Ihades,  and  mixes  with  the  wind. 

But,  when  the  pious  god-like  prince  of  Troy 
Saw  the  pale  vifage  of  the  haplels  boy 
In  death's  laft  agonies ;  a  groan  he  drew 
Deep  from  his  heart,  nor  coa'd  he  bear  the  view.  1 165 
liis  foul  now  melts  with  Hern  Mezcntius'  woe. 
And  in  the  wretched  fire  forgets  the  foe. 
Then  to  the  boy  he  reach *d  his  hand,  and  faid ; 
To  worth  like  thine,  what  honours  can  be  paid  ? 
Lamented  youth,  too  early  loft  I  receive  1170 

Tiie  fole  reward  a  gcn'rous  foe  can  gi/e : 
Lo  !  I  reftore  thy  arms,  unliappy  boy ! 
Thy  fvvord  and  buckL^r,  late  thy  only  joy  : 
Yet,  Laufus,  ev'n  in  death,  be  this  your  pride. 
That  by  the  great  Eneas'  hand  you  dy'd.  1 17^ 

Then  round  t.ie  corfj  he  calls  hi3  focial  trnin. 
And  rears  himfelf  the  warrior  from  the  plain. 
Bat  ah  !   how  chang'd !  —with  blood  disfigur'd  o'er ; 
And  his  fair  treflcs  all-dsform'd  with  gore  ! 

Meantime,  retir'd  to  Tyber's  flow'ry  bounds,    ii8q 
In  the  cool  ftream  to  bathe  his  glowing  wounds. 
The  wretched  father  (father  no.v  no  more  !) 
In  fuUen  forrow  refted  on  the  Ihore  ; 
Lean'd  on  an  onk,  with  pain  and  anguilli  ftung. 
And  from  a  bcugh  bis  brazen  helmet  hupg.  1 185- 
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His  heavier  arms  lie  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plain ; 

Round  the  fad  monarch  wait  the  duteous  train : 

As  (o'er  his  brealt  his  hoary  beard  declin'd) 

The  chief  enjoy'd  the  frefhnefs  of  the  wind ; 

Much  of  his  Laufus,  afss  the  penfive  fire ;  1 1 90 

Sends  oft  in  vain,  and  warns  him  to  retire. 

When  lo  !  his  foldiers  bear  him  on  a  fhield. 

Pale,  ftretch'd  in  death,  and  breathlefs,  from  the  field. 

Deep  in  his  fide  appear'd  the  grizly  v%ound ; 

His  groaning  friends  attend,  and  mourn  around.    1 195 

Far  off,  that  peal  of  groans  the  father  knew. 
And  dull:  o'er  all  his  hoary  locks  he  threw ; 
To  heav'n,  in  agonies  of  anguifli,  fpread 
His  hands ;  and,  hov'ring  o'er,  embrac'd  the  dead  : 
And  oh  !  can  life  (he  cry'd)  fuch  plcafure  give  ?    1200 
And  bleeds  my  Laufus,  that  his  fire  may  live? 
Plave  I  then  loft  thy  life,  and  fav'd  my  own  ? 
Sav'd  by  the  death  of  my  dear  murdcr'd  Ton  ! 
In  my  defence  could  fuch  a  fon  expire  ? 
A  fon  like  him,  for  fuch  a  g-iilty  fire  !  1 205 

Now,  now,  I  feel  an  exile's  woe ;  the  fmart 
Of  this  deep  wound  lies  raging  at  my  heart. 
*Tis  keen,  'tis  (harp,  'tis  terrible  at  laft  1 
Nor  ha'f  the  bitternefs  of  life  is  paft  ! 
On  thy  fair  fame,  my  fon,  I  left  a  ftain,  1 2 10 

Driv'n  by  my  people  from  my  na  ive  reign  ; 
To  them,  to  thee,  my  murder'd  child!  I  owe 
All,  all  the  deaths  fuch  guilt  Paou'd  undergo. 
And  vet  I  live,  and  fee  the  golden  light ! 
3ut  foon  will  leave  it,  for  I  loath  the  fight !  i  z  1 5 

This 
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This  faid;  with  rage  and  valour  boiling  high. 
The  monarch  rear'd  him  on  his  halting  thigh ; 
An  1  tho'  his  wound  retards  him  in  his  fpeed. 
He  calls  impatient  for  the  warrior  fteed ; 
The  ilced,  his  pride,  his  folace  and  dehght,  1220 

That  bore  him  ftill  viftorious  from  the  fight. 
Then,  as  he  droop'd,  and  hung  his  penfive  head. 
He  clapp'd  the  gen'rous  horfe,  and  thus  he  faid  ; 
Rhoebus,  we  long  have  liv'd  (if  length  there  be 
In  niortal  life) — 'tis  now  too  long  for  me  !  1225 

Soon  ihalt  thou  bear  me  from  the  bloody  fray. 
And  bring  Eneas'  head  and  fpoils  away ; 
With  thy  lov'd  lord  on  yon  detefted  plain. 
Avenge  my  fon,  my  darling  Laufus  flain. 
And  fhare  together  in  the  dire  d^^bate,  1230 

One  common  conqucft,  or  one  common  fate. 
For  thou  wilt  fcorn,  I  truft,  the  rule  abhcrr'd. 
And  the  bafe  burden,  of  a  Phrygian  lord. 
This  faid  ;  the  hero  mounts  the  gen'rous  horfe. 
And  to  the  foe  dircdls  his  furious  courfe.  ^235 

High  on  his  head  the  crefted  helm  he  wore. 
And  in  his  hands  the  fteely  jav'lins  bore. 
His  confcious  valour,  his  recoiling  fhame, 
G:ief,  wrath,  and  fury,  fet  his  foul  on  flame. 
Thrice  on  iEneas'  name  he  calls  from  far,  1 240 

Who  hears  the  challenge,  and  accepts  tlie  war. 
So  may  great  Jove,  and  he,  the  god  of  liglit, 
Infpire  thy  foul,  to  itand  the  profrer'd  fight ! 
The  hero  cry'd  ;  the:i  made  his  bold  advance, 
Fierce  o'er  tlie  fiuld,  and  fhook  the  flaming  lance,  1245 

And 
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And  why,  reply'd  the  king,  this  vaunting  ftraia  ? 

The  father  perifh'd,  when  the  fon  was  flain ! 

Strike  then,  and  ufe  thy  prefent  fortune: — ftrike— 

Death,  and  the  fabled  gods,  I  fcorn  alike. 

No  more — I  came  to  die;  but  firft  bellow  1250 

This  parting  prefent  on  the  murd'rous  foe. 

Swift  as  the  word,  the  vengeful  dart  he  fped  j 

Lance  after  lance,  in  fwift  fucceflion,  fled; 

Then,  in  a  fpacious  ring,  he  rode  the  field. 

And  vainly  ply'd  th'  impenetrable  fhield;  1255 

Thrice  round  the  chief  in  rapid  circles  flew. 

And  at  each  flight  a  pointed  jav'lin  threw. 

Colledled  in  himfelf,  the  hero  bears. 

On  the  broad  flileld,  a  rifmg  grove  of  fpears. 

But  now  the  prince,  impatient  of  delay,  1260 

So  long  to  tug  dart  after  dart  away, 
Prefs'd  aud  fatigu'd  with  fuch  unequal  fight, 
(At  length  determin'd  to  difplay  his  might) 
Springs  forth  ;  and  aims  his  jav'lin's  furious  courfe 
Betwixt  the  temples  of  the  fiery  horfe.  1265 

Stung  to  the  brain  the  horfe  begins  to  rear. 
Paw  with  his  plunging  feet,  and  lafh  the  air. 
Headlong  at  laft,  and  madding  with  the  fleel. 
Full  on  the  flioulder  of  his  lord  he  fell. 
The  hods  with  clamours  tempeft  all  the  fkies.  1270 

With  his  drawn  fword  the  fierce  ^Eneas  flies : 
And  where  is  now  the  lofty  flrain  (he  cry'd) 
Of  ftern  Mezentius,  and  the  fcornful  pride  ? 

With  half-recover'd  life,  the  king  replies 
(And,  as  he  fpeaks,  ftares  wildly  at  the  (kies  ;)      1275 

Why 


a86  PITT'S     POEMS. 

V\'hy,  why,  infulting  foe,  this  wailc  of  breath 
To  louls  dttcrmin'd,  and  reiblv'd  o.i  death? 
In  that  fond  hope  to  battle  did  1  fly ;  ■ 

And  fought  far  lefs  to  conquer  tha.n  to  die. 
My  fon  vvhen  ilaughter'd  in  the  martial  itrife,         1280 
Made  no  fuch  contrail  for  his  fatlier's  lire ; 
A  worthlcfa  gift  to  live  at  thy  command  ! 
Nor  vvou'd  1  tai;e  it  from  his  murderer's  hand  ! 
Eut,  if  a  vanquifli'd  foe  this  grace  may  crave. 
Oil  1  let  mo  find  the  refjge  of  a  grave  !  1825 

Too  well  my  fubjedls  vengeance  have  I  known  ; 
Then  guard  my  coj  fe ;  and  lay  me  by  my  Ton. 
Grant,  grant  that  pleafurc,  e'er  I  yield  my  breath. 
To  {hare  his  dear  fociety  in  death  ! 
This  faid  ;  the  willing  warrior  to  the  foe  1290 

Extends  his  throat,  and  courts  the  fatal  blow. 
The  fanguine  ilream  his  radiant  armour  dy'd ;  I 

The  fou;  ciime  ruftiing  in  the  purple  tide.  ^ 
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A    R    G    U    Al    E    N    T. 

^neas  creels  a  trophy  of  the  fpoils  of  Mezcntius,  grants 
a  truce  for  burying  the  dead,  and  fends  home  tlie 
body  of  Pallas  with  great  folemnity.  Latinus  calk  a 
council  to  propofe  offers  of  peace  to  -^^neas,  which 
cccafions  great  animofities  between  Turnus  and  Dran- 
ces.  In  the  meantime  there  is  a  fliarp  engagement 
of  the  horfe ;  wherein  Camilla  fignalizes  herfelf ;  is 
killed ;  and  the  Latin  troops  are  entiiely  defeated. 
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NOW,  o'er  the  waves,  Aurora  rais'd  her  head; 
The  chief  (though  eager  to  inter  the  dead. 
And  to  the  wretched  father's  arms  to  fend 
The  relicks  of  his  dear  departed  friend) 
Firft  to  the  gods  difcharg'd  a  viflor's  vows,  5 

And  bar'd  an  oak  of  all  her  verdant  boughs. 
High  on  a  lofty  point  the  trunk  he  plac'd. 
Which  with  Mezentius'  radiant  arms  he  grac'd ; 
The  fhiver'd  lances  that  the  monarch  bore. 
The  plumy  creft  that  dropp'd  with  recent  gore  ;        10 
The  cuirafs  next;  transfixt  in  ev'ry  part 
By  the  keen  jav'lln,  or  the  flying  dart. 
Then  on  the  left,  the  brazen  ihield  was  ty'd ; 
And  the  dread  fword  hung  glitt'ring  at  the  fide. 
Thus  the  rich  fpoils  he  rais'd  aloft  in  air,  T  r 

A  trophy  facred  to  the  god  of  war. 
Then  to  his  arms,  a  glad  triumphant  train, 
AfTembled  round  their  chief,  the  prir.ce  began  : 
Difmifs  your  fears  ;  the  high  exploit  is  o'er  ; 
The  great,  the  ftern  Mezentius  is  no  more  1  20 

Lo  !  where  an  omen  of  fuccefs  he  ftands  ! 
The  glorious  trophy  of  your  leader's  hands  ! 

Vol.  Llir.         '  IT  '^Tien 
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When  heav'n  permits,  our  ftandard  to  difplav. 

To  yon  proud  town,  intrepid,  break  your  wav  ; 

And  let  your  eager  hopes,  devoid  of  care,  25 

Fore-run  the  happy  fortunes  of  the  war. 

Now  let  our  flaughter'd  friends  in  earth  be  laid. 

The  laft,  laft  honours  we  can  pay  the  dead  ! 

On  thofe  brave  fouls  be  fun'ral  rites  bellovv'd. 

Who  bought  this  country  with  their  dearefl  blood  :    30 

But  firfl  the  cold  remains  of  Pallas  fend 

To  his  fad  father,  our  unhappy  friend  ; 

Since  the  dire  chance  of  war,  in  early  bloom. 

Condemns  the  valiant  hero  to  the  tomb  ! 

Then  to  the  tent  his  hafly  courfe  he  fped,  35 

Where  old  Acoetes  fits,  and  guards  the  dead. 
Evander's  'fquire  of  old,  in  fields  he  fhone : 
A  far  Icfs  profp'rous  comrade  to  the  fon  ! 
His  friends,  his  foldiers,  and  the  menial  train. 
With  tears  bemoan  the  blooming  hero  flain.  43 

With  lamentable  cries,  and  hair  unbound. 
The  Trojan  dames  in  order  fland  around. 
Soon  as  ^neas  part  the  lofty  door, 
Witii  louder  groans  the  warrior  they  deplore : 
They  beat  their  breads ;  tears  gufti  from  ev'ry  eye ;  45 
The  rich  pavilions  to  their  fhrieks  reply. 
His  head  now  rais'd ;  the  pious  prince  of  Troy 
Saw  the  pale  features  of  the  haplefs  boy  ; 
Saw  the  wide  wound  amidft  his  ivory  bread  ; 
And,  with  a  flood  of  tears,  the  dead  addrcfs'd.         50 

Lamented  youth  !  could  fortune  then  intend 
To  blefi  my  arms,  but  rob  me  of  my  friend  ? 

My 
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My  fi-iend,  I  hop'd,   (but  ah  !   that  hope  was  vain  !) 
Wou'd  fhare  the  glories  of  my  op'ning  reign. 
And,  gay  with  conqueft,  glad  his  fire  again.         55 
Far  other  promife  to  that  fire  I  part ! 
Nor  thought  thy  firll,  firll  warfare  was  thy  laft  :    ' 
Then,  when  he  fent  me  to  my  high  command, 
The  good  old  king,  at  parting,  grafp'd  my  hand. 
And  told,  with  all  a  friend's  and  father's  care,  60 

With  what  fierce  nations  wc  muft  wage  the  war. 
Now  for  his  fen,  perhaps,  he  loads  the  llirine. 
And  decks  the  fane  of  ev'ry  pow'r  di\'ine  ; 
While,  with  vain  pomp  and  many  an  empty  rite. 
We  bring  him  back  his  Pallas  from  the  fight,  6j 

Pale,  flretch'd  in  death;  and,  in  his  iateft  hour, 
Difclaim'd  by  ev'ry  ruthlefs  heav'nly  pow'r  ! 

Now,  for  thefe  triumphs,  muft  thy  mournful  eye 
See  the  fad  fun'ral  of  thy  fon  go  by  I 
Such,  haplefs  monarch,  are  the  fpoils  we  fend  1  70 

Such,  the  vain  boaft  and  promife  of  thy  friend  ! 
And  yet  he  fell,  by  Turnu^'  arms  opprefs'd. 
His  wounds  all  fair,  and  honcft,  on  the  breaft  ! 
Better,  than  to  prolong  by  fhame  his  breath  I  — 
Then  hadft  thou  curs'd  thy  age,  and  wifh'd  for  death  !  75 
Ah  !  what  a  chief  have  our  confed'rate  hoft. 
And  what  a  friend  haft  thou,  Afcanius,  loft  ! 

Thus,  while  a  ftream  of  tears  he  fhed  in  vain. 
He  bids  them  raife  the  body  of  the  flain. 
A  thoufand  warriors  from  the  hoft  he  chofe,  80 

To  wait  the  pomp,  and  fhare  the  father's  woes, 

U  2  The 
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The  due  funereal  honours  to  complete  ; 
A  {lender  folace  for  a  lofs  fo  great ! 
Soft  bending  twigs  they  weave  ;  with  care  they  fpread 
The  fweUing  foliage  o'er  the  verdant  bed,  85 

And  decent  on  the  bier  difpofe  the  dead. 
There  like  a  flow'r  he  lay,  with  beauty  crown'd, 
Pluclv'd  by  fome  lovely  virgin  from  the  ground : 
The  root  no  more  the  mother  earth  fupplies  ; 
Yet  ftill  th'  unfaded  colour  charms  the  eyes,  90 

Two  rich  embroider'd  robes  ^Eneas  brought. 
Robes,  which  of  old  the  Tyri:"n  princefs  wrought. 
One,  round  the  body  of  the  ycwth  he  fpread. 
His  laft,  laft  gift !  and  one  adorn'd  his  head. 
Drawn  o'er  his  face,  that  when  the  flames  afpire,      95 
With  the  fair  locks  may  feed  the  crackling  fire. 
Next,  in  a  line,  darts,  helms,  and  Heeds,  appear. 
Won  by  himfelf ;  the  prizes  of  the  war. 
Then  with  their  pinion'd  hands  the  captives  came. 
Unhappy  youths  ! — devoted  to  the  flame  1  ica 

With  fair  infcriptions  of  tlie  foes  he  flew. 
The  nobleft  chiefs,  his  glorious  trophies  drew. 
Supported  by  his  friends,  with  woes  opprefs'd, 
Accstes  rends  his  locks,  and  beats  his  breaft ; 
This  moment,  paufes  ;  then,  in  forrow  drown'd,     IC5 
Breaks  from  their  arms,  and  grovels  on  the  ground. 
All  cover'd  o'er  with  blood,  fucceeds  a  train 
Of  hoftile  cars,  in  honour  of  the  flain. 
Stripp'd  of  his  trappings,  and  his  head  decliu'd, 
i'Ethon,  his  gen'rous  vvarrior-horfe,  behind,  no 

Moves 
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Moves  with  a  folemn,  flow,  majeftic  pace  ; 

And  the  big  tears  run  rolling  down  his  face. 

Thefe,  the  young  hero's  lance  and  helmet  bear  ; 

The  reft,  the  viftor  feiz'd,  the  fpoils  of  war. 

The  Trojan,  Tufcan,  and  Arcadian  train  115 

Trail  their  inverted  jav'lins  on  the  plain. 

The  pomp  ail  part  ;  thus  good  ^neas  faid. 

With  a  deep  groan,  low  bending  o'er  the  dead  ; 

Hail,  mighty  fpirit,  hail ! — with  dire  alarms. 

The  Fates  recal  us  to  die  rage  of  arms,  129 

And  to  new  fcenes  of  woe  thy  friends  compel :  — 

Farewel,  brave  prince,  a  long  and  laft  farewel. 

This  faid ;  the  mournful  chief,  without  delay. 

Back  to  the  lofty  ramparts  bent  his  way. 

Now  from  the  Latian  court  a  train  were  fped,      125 
With  wreaths  of  verdant  olives  on  their  head  ; 
Who  afk  a  truce,  to  fearch  th'  enfanguin'd  plain. 
And  decent  in  their  graves  difpofe  the  flain  : 
Beg,  that  his  wrath  in  conqueft  may  be  laid. 
Nor  wage  a  war,  relentlefs,  with  the  dead;  I30 

But  fpare  their  nation,  late  by  focial  ties. 
By  pHghted  love,  and  friendfhip,  his  allies. 

The  godlike  hero  grants  their  juft  requeft  ; 
And  in  thefe  words  his  gen'rous  foul  exprefs'd : 
What  fete,  ye  Latians,  urg'd  your  minds  fo  far,     1 35 
To  fhun  our  friendfhip,  for  this  waileful  war  ? 
Glad  would  I  grant  the  truce,  you  a(k  for  thofe 
Who  dy'd  in  fight,  to  my  furviving  foes. — 
Had  not  the  Fates  aflign'd  thefe  realms  before, 
L  had  not  fail'd  to  your  Hefperian  fhore  ;  140 

U  3  I  wage 
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I  wage  the  war  but  in  my  own  defence ; 

Not  with  your  people,  but  your  perjur'ti  prince, 

Fiiil,  from  his  league,  perfidious  he  withdrew; 

Then  to  proud  Turnus'  arms  for  refuge  flew. 

But  let  proud  Turnus  ftand  ('tis  jull  and  right)         145 

The  terrors  of  this  arm  in  fingle  hglit. 

Would  he  repe!  the  Trojans  from  the  land  ? 

Ev'n  let  him  meet  their  genral  hand  to  hand  ! 

S'con  would  be  known,  in  combat  when  we  llrive, 

"Which  heav'n  ordains  to  perilli,  or  furvive.  150 

Go  then,  and  burn  your  flaughter'd  friends,  that  fpread 

The  purple  fields ;  1  war  not  with  the  dead. 

Struck  with  the  gen'rcus  fpeech,  they  ftocd  amaz'd. 
And  on  each  other,  fixt  in  wonder,  gaz'd ; 
When  Dranccs,  fenior  of  the  rev'rend  train,  155 

Th'  inveterate  foe  cf  Turnus,  thus  began  : 
How  Ihall  my  tongue  fo  great  a  prince  proclaim, 
Whom  fame  renowns  j  whofe  deeds  tranicend  his  fame  ! 
Whofe  force  and  wifdom,  or  in  war  or  peace. 
Thought  fcarce  can  equal ;  and  no  words  exprefs  !    160 
Thy  anf.ver  will  we  foon  report,  and  bring 
To  thy  alliance  our  deluded  king. 
And  let  ralh  Turnus  other  courts  implore 
His  fh^ldng  caufe  and  iiit'refts  to  rellore; 
While  we  will  lend  our  lab'ring  hands  with  joy,       1 65 
To  raife  this  fated  town,  this  fecond  Troy. 

He  faid  ;  the  reft  alTcnt  wiia  equal  praife. 
And  fix  the  truce  for  twelve  fucceeding  days. 
Meantime  the  Latins  and  the  Trojans  rove 
Safe  o'er  the  hills,  ai:d  mingle  in  the  grove.  1 70 

Npv/ 
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Now  the  tough  a{h  the  founding  axes  ply  ; 

Th'  unrooted  pines  turn  upward  to  the  fky  : 

The  wedge  divides,  with  many  a  vig'rous  ftroke. 

The  fcented  cedar,  and  the  pond'rous  oak. 

And,  nodding  o'er  the  cars,   (a  mighty  load  !)        175 

The  length'ning  elms  roll  lumb'ring  down  the  road. 

Now  fame,  the  meiTenger  of  forrow,  bears 
The  death  of  Pallas  to  the  father's  ears ; 
That  on  triumphant  wings  with  pride,  before. 
The  glorious  tidings  of  his  conquefts  bore.  180 

Strait  rufhing  through  the  gates,  the  people  Hand 
In  ranks,  a  fun'ral  torch  in  ev'ry  hand. 
The  mingling  blaze  a  dreadful  fplendor  yields. 
Flames  to  the  ikies,  and  lightens  all  the  fields. 
The  Phrygian  train  approach,  afolemnlhowl         185 
And  join  the  mourners  in  the  public  woe. 
Loud  fliriek  the  matrons,  as  the  corfe  appears. 
And  the  whole  city  feems  one  fcene  of  tears. 
But  nought  the  wretched  father  can  reftrain : 
He  breaks,  all-frantic,  through  the  parting  train ;   190 
Then  on  the  bier  his  aged  body  threw. 
And  kifi'd  his  fon,  as  to  the  corfe  he  grew : 
While  from  his  eyes  the  gufhing  forrows  flow, 
Fixt  in  a  long  dumb  agony  of  woe. 
A  thoufand  things  in  vain  he  Ib'ove  to  fay,  1 95 

But  fcarce  could  thefe  for  anguifti  find  their  way : 

I3  this  thy  promife  then,  my  child,  with  care 
And  cool  referve,  to  mingle  in  the  war  ? 
Too  well,  alas  !  I  knew  how  honour's  charms 
Wou'd  fire  thy  youth  to  feek  the  rough  alarms,  2c 
In  thefe  thy  firll  eifays,  and  rudiments  of  arms! 

U  4.  Oh  I 
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Oh  !  dire  efTays  ! — too  fond  was  thy  delight 

To  learn  die  dreadful  lefTons  of  the  fight ! 

Where  now  are  all  my  vows  (my  Palias)  where? 

Ah!   the  ftern  gods  grew  deaf  ro  ev'ry  pray'r  1        705 

How  blrft  art  thon,  dear  partner  of  my  bed. 

Free  fi'om  this  ftroke,  among  the  happier  dead ! 

Thee,  heav'n  in  mercy  fiiatch'd  to  fliades  below; 

Thee,  death  deli/er'd  from  this  fcene  of  woe  ! 

I,  in  the  dregs  of  age,  O  cruel  doom  1  210 

Ufurp  on  nature,  and  defraud  the  tomb  ; 

Still  live,  and  drag  a  lead  of  forrows  on  ! 

Live — and  (more  terrible!)  furvive  my  fon  ! 

Me,  in  the  battle,  if  the  foes  had  llain. 

When,  with  my  force,  I  join'd  the  Trojan  train,    215 

1  (as  I  Ihould)  had  per'.fli'd ;  and  this  Hate 

On  the  dead  father,  not  the  fen,  ihou'd  wait ! 

Nor  yet  will  I  impute  my  murder'd  boy 

To  you,  O  warriors !  or  my  leagues  with  Troy  : 

'Twas  not  your  crime,  my  friends,  he  fell  fo  young;  220 

No  I — 'tis  the  father's,  v/ho  has  liv'd  fo  long. 

With  his  flain  fon  to  blail  his  doling  eye. 

And  wifli,  in  bltternefs  of  foul,  to  die. 

Yet,  though  before  his  time  the  Fates  requlr'd 

My  dear,  dear  boy  ;  he  glorloufly  expir'd  1  225 

Yet  to  tlie  deilln'd  Hiore  his  friends  he  ltd, 

And  pird  the  ground  with  mountains  of  the  dead: 

Ye  gods !  J'm  fatisfy'd — he  peiifh'd  well ! 

His  father  thanks  you ;  for  in  fight  he  fell  ! 

Nor  v.ill  I  add  more  honours  to  the  boy,  230 

Tha-n  thofe  defigii'd  him  by  the  prince  of  Troy, 

'  Thofe, 
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Thofe,  the  bold  Tufcan  hofts  and  heroes  gave. 

To  wait  the  torfe  triumphant  to  the  grave ; 

With  thofe,  his  own  bright  trophies  be  his  fhare, 

Trophies  of  chiefs,  he  vanquifh'd  in  the  war.  235 

Ah  !  to  thy  years,  proud  Turnus,  had  he  ran. 

Till  age  confirm'd  the  hero  in  the  man, 

Ev'n  thou  hadft  flood  confpicuous  to  the  fig'it. 

The  moft  diitinguifli'd  trophy  of  the  fight. 

But  why  with  tears  fo  long  have  I  with-he'd  240 

(Wretch  that  I  am  !)  the  foldiers  from  the  field? 

Go — tell  your  prince,  that  yet  1  breathe  below. 

And  bear  the  world,  a  fpeftacle  of  woe  I 

(Robb'd  cf  my  age's  pride,  my  only  joy  !) 

'Tis,  that  I  wait  his  vengeance  for  my  boy,  24.5 

Kis  vengeance  on  proud  Turnus'  guilty  head. 

Due  to  die  fad  furvivor  and  the  dead. 

'Tis  all,  hinifelf,  or  fortune,  now  can  give; 

'Tis  for  that  only,  I  endure  to  live. 

Life  has  no  joys  for  me  ;  but  I  fhould  go  25O 

Pleas'd  with  thefe  tidings  to  my  boy  below ! 

And  no  .',  to  wretched  men,  the  dawning  ray 
Reftor'd  their  round  of  labours,  and  the  day. 
The  Tufcan  chief  and  Trojan  prince  command. 
To  raife  the  fun'ral  ftrudlurcs  on  the  ftrand.  25^ 

Then  to  the  piles,  as  ancient  rites  ordain. 
Their  friends  convey  the  rclicks  of  the  {lain. 
From  the  black  flames  the  fullen  vapours  rife. 
And  fmoke  in  curling  volumes  to  the  fKies. 
The  foot  thrice  compafs  the  high-blazing  pyres;     260 
Thrice  move  the  hori';,  hi  CMc'.i?,  round  the  fires. 

Their 
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Their  tears,  as  loud  they  howl  at  ev'ry  round. 

Dim  their  bright  arms,  and  tiickle  to  the  ground. 

A  peal  of  groans  fucceeds ;  and  heav'n  rebounds 

To  the  mixt  cries,  and  trumpet's  martial  founds.    265 

Some,  in  the  flames,  the  whceb  and  bridles  tlirow. 

The  fwords  and  helmets  of  the  vanquilh'd  foe. 

Some,  the  known  Ihields  their  brethren  bore  in  vain. 

And  unfuccefsful  jav'lins  of  the  flain. 

Now  round  the  piles  the  bellowing  oxen  bled,  270 

And  briftly  fwine  ;  in  honour  of  tlie  dead. 

The  fields  they  di  ove ;  the  fleecy  flocks  they  flew. 

And  on  the  greedy  flames  the  vicllms  tlirew. 

Around  their  friends  the  penfive  warriors  ftand. 

And  watch  the  dying  fires  along  the  ftrand ;  275 

Many  a  long  look  they  calt  with  llreaming  eyes. 

And  wait  till  dewy  night  had  fpangled  o'er  the  Ikies, 

Nor  with  lefs  toil  the  bufy  Latian  train 
Ereft  unnumber'd  llruftures  lor  the  flain  ; 
Some,  to  their  graves,  with  pious  care  commend;  2 So 
Some  to  their  native  coafls  and  cities,  fend. 
Some,  of  diftinguifli'd  rank  and  high  renown. 
Are  borne  with  fun'ral  trophies  to  the  town; 
The  reir,  unhorour'd,  to  the  fires  they  yield ; 
The  huge  promilcuous  carnage  of  the  field  !  285 

From  the  thick  piles,  the  flreaming  flames  arlfe. 
Blaze  o'er  the  fields,  and  kindle  half  the  fkies. 

When  the  third  morn  difclos'd  the  dawning  day. 
They  fearcii'd  the  heaps,  and  bore  the  bones  away 
|u  the  warm  afli-^s  their  remaini  they  found,        290 
Quench'd  with  their  tears,  and  bury'din  the  ground: 
^"htv.  o'er  the  relick>  rai.'d  a  lofty  mound. 

But 
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But  more  tumultuous  flirieks  and  clamours  ring 
Through  the  wide  town,  and  palace  of  the  king: 
Eoys,  mothers,  wives,  and  fiilers,  there  complain  295 
For  fathers,  children,  lords,  and  brothers,  ilain. 
All  with  one  gen'ral  voice  the  war  abhorr'd. 
And  the  dire  nuptials  of  the  Daunlan  lord. 
Let  him,  whofc  boundlefs  and  ambitious  pride 
Afpires  to  gain  a  crown,  and  regal  bride,  300 

Let  Turnus  (they  exclaim)  in  arms  appear. 
And  with  his  fmgle  fvvord  decide  the  war. 
This,  Drances  iHll  inflames;  and  adds,  with  fpite; 
His  godlike  foe  has  dar'd  him  to  the  fight. 
But  Turnus  to  his  fide  a  number  draws,  30, 

Who  warmly  plead  the  blooming  hero's  caufe  : 
He  ftands  fupported  by  his  former  fame ; 
And  the  queen's  favour  (hades  his  injur'd  name. 

'Midil  thefe  debates  the  penfive  envoys  bring 
The  final  anfwer  of  th'  yEtolian  king —  3 1« 

Nor  pray'rs,  nor  gifts,  avail ;  but  all  the  cofl:. 
With  all  the  fruitlefs  enibafiy,  was  loll. 
New  fuccours  muft  be  fought ;  or  peace  implor'J, 
In  terms  fubmifTive,  of  the  Ti-ojan  lord. 
The  Latian  king,  furrounded  by  his  foes,  315 

Sinks  in  defpair,  and  bends  beneath  his  woes. 
The  wrath  of  heav'n,  the  recent  tombs,  that  fpread 
The  fields  o'er-charg'd  and  peopled  with  the  dead. 
Point  out  the  Trojan  chief,  ordain'd  by  fats 
To  fway  the  fceptre  of  the  Latian  Itate.  320 

He  calls  a  council ;  at  the  fov'reign's  call 
The  peers,  a/Tembled,  croud  the  regal  hall: 

There 


300  PITT'S    POEMS. 

There,  'midft  the  rev'rend  fathers  of  the  Hate, 

"With  mournful  looks  the  hoary  monarch  fate; 

Tae  monarch  bids  th'  embaifadors  report,  325 

Diilinft,  their  anfvver  from  th'  iEtolian  court. 

Then,  vvliiie  attention  held  the  folemn  train. 

With  rev'rence  due,  fage  Venulus  began  : 

Ye  peers,  a  length  of  lands  and  perils  part. 
We  faw  the  royal  Diomede  at  laft ;  330 

And  touch'd,  with  wonder  and  refpeftful  joy. 
The  mighty  hand  that  rais'd  imperial  Troy. 
There,  blelt  with  eafe,  the  happy  viftor  builds 
A  iecond  Argos  in  the  Gargan  fields. 
Strait  to  the  court  admitted,  we  begun,  335 

And  in  fubmiffive  terms  addrefs'd  the  throne ; 
Prefent  our  gift>,  our  names  and  land  difclofe  ; 
What  war  required  his  aid ;  and  who  hii  foes. 
When,  with  foft  accents  and  a  pleafing  look. 
Thus,  in  return,  the  gracious  monarch  fpoke  :  34.0 

Ye  bleft  Aufonians !  bleft,  from  times  of  old. 
By  righteous  Saturn,  with  an  age  of  gold  I 
What  madnefs  rous'd  you  now  with  vain  alarms, 
From  long  hereditary  peace,  to  arms  ? 
All,  al!  our  Argive  kin^s,  who  dar'd  employ  34.5 

Their  fwords  to  violate  tiic  tow'rs  of  Troy 
(Thpfe  chiefs  I  pafs  that  under  llion  dy*d, 
Or  Simois  whelm'd  beneath  his  roaring  tide) 
Tofs'd  round  the  world,  in  ev'ry  dillant  clime. 
Atone  the  guilt  of  that  prefumptuous  crime.  350 

From  that  dire  war  our  defp'rate  courfe  we  bore. 
Lack  diiv'u  b",'  tempefls  on  a  ditf  rent  iliorc. 

Such 
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Such  fcenes  of  forrovvnot  a  foe  cou'd  hear. 
Nor  Priam's  felf  relate  without  a  tear. 
This  truth  Minerva's  vengeful  ftorm  can  tell,  355 

When  on  Caphareus'  rocks  Oileus  fell. 
The  *  Spartan  lord,  a  banifh'd  wretch,  was  hurl'd 
To  t  Proteus'  pillars,  in  a  dillant  world. 
Ulyfl'es,  on  the  dread  Sicilian  coaft. 
Saw  the  grim  Cyclops  ;  and  his  comrades  loft.         360 
From  Crete,  Idomeneus,  an  exile,  fled; 
In  his  own  realm,  unhappy  Pyrrhus  bled. 
To  Libyan  fliores,  the  Locrian  fquadrons  fly ; 
To  flaming  funs,  that  fcorch  the  mid-day  iky. 
The  I  king  of  kings,  ill-fated  !  loll  his  life,  365 

Stabb'd  in  his  palace,  by  his  traltrefs  wife. 
There  the  great  vidor  of  all  Afia  bled ; 
The  proud  adult'rer  mounts  his  throne  and  bed. 
Then,  what  long  woes  were  mine  ?  by  heav'n  deny'd 
To  fee  my  native  realm,  and  beauteous  bride  ?        370 
For  that  bleft  fight,  fad  omens  ftiock  my  eye; 
Transform'd  to  birds,  my  comrades  mount  the  fky. 
Oh  dire  inflidlions  !— -Now  they  wander  o'er 
The  fifliy  floods,  or  fcream  along  the  fliore. 
From  that  curs'd  moment  all  thefe  woes  were  due,  375 
When,  fir'd  with  rage,  againft  the  gods  i  flew; 
And,  in  the  fight,  my  daring  lance  profan'd 
(Mad  as  I  was)  immortal  Venus'  liaad. 
When  Ilion  fell,  my  vengeance  then  was  o'er ; 
And  with  her  ruins  will  1  war  no  more.  380 

♦  Menelaus,  -}■  E^ypt.  J  Agamemnoa, 

My 
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My  foul,  now  calm,  no  longer  dwells  witli  joy 

On  thofe  misfortunes  which  we  biought  on  Troy. 

Bear  back  the  prefents,  and  the  gifts  you  bring, 

('Tis  far,  far  fafer)  to  the  Trojan  king. 

For  well,  too  well,  the  mighty  chief  I  know,  385 

And  met  in  rigid  fight  the  god-like  foe  ; 

Dreadful  in  arms  he  tow'r'd  before  the  hoft; 

Heav'ns  1  with  how  fierce  a  fpring  the  lance  he  toft  i 

How,  like  a  whirlwind,  hurl'd  it  o'er  the  field  ! 

jtlow  high  he  fhook  the  fword,  and  rais'd  the  pond'rous 

fhield  ! 
Kad  Troy  produc'd  two  more  of  equal  fariie,  391 

Their  condufl,  courage,  ftrcngth,  and  worth,  the  fame; 
Ail  Greece  had  trembled  thro'  her  hundred  ftates ; 
Troy,  with  a  tide  of  war,  had  turn'd  the  Fates; 
Pour'd  o'er  her  plains,  and  tliunder'd  at  her  gates. 395 
His  conqu'ring  fword,  and  He(5lor's  valiant  hand. 
So  long  of  old  repell'd  the  Grecian  band  : 
Their  fmgle  valour  fav'd  their  native  wall. 
And  ten  whole  years  fafpendsd  Ilion's  fall. 
^^ncas  fhone  his  equal  in  the  field  ;  400 

But  in  his  rev'rence  to  the  gods  excell'd. 
Make  peace,  my  Latian  friends ;  but  oh  !  forbear 
To  tempt  fo  terrible  a  foe  to  war. — 
This  is  the  fum,  great  king,  of  what  he  faid. 
And  this  th'  advice  of  royal  Diomede.  405 

Thus,  of  their  charge,  the  legates  made  report ; 
Strait  ran  a  mingled  murmur  through  the  court. 
So  when  by  rocks  the  torrents  are  withilood. 
In  deep  hoarfe  murmurs  rolls  tli'  imprifon'd  flood ; 

Beats 


es;      -\ 

S.^QC  J 


VIRGIL'S    JENEID.    B  O  O  K  XL      303 

Beats  on  the  banks ;  and,  with  a  fuUen  found,         410 
Works,  foams,  and  runs  in  circling  eddies  round. 
Soon  as  the  noife  was  filenc'd  from  the  throne, 
(Heav'n  firft  invok'd)  the  hoary  prince  begun; 
I  wifli,  O  rev'rend  fathers,  we  had  fate. 
Before  thefe  perils,  on  th'  endanger'd  fiate  :  415 

Far  better  than  a  council  now  to  call, 
^^'hen  Troy's  embody'd  pow'rs  furround  our  wall ! 
An  hofl  of  heroes  to  the  fight  we  dare. 
And  wage  with  demigods  a  fatal  war. 
No  toils  their  fiery  ardor  can  reftrain ;  420 

Though  vanquifn'd,  flrait  they  fly  to  arms  again. 
Our  hopes  of  great  Tydides'  aid  are  flown; 
And  now  mull  centre  in  ourfelves  alone : 
Nor  thefe  how  flender,  need  I  here  relate. 
Since  your  own  eyes  behold  our  dang'rous  Hate.      425 
Not  but,  I  grant,  all  fought  with  all  their  pow'r; 
Arms,  ftrength,  and  courage,  could  perform  no  more. 
Lt  the  dire  war,  has  labour'd  ev'ry  hand. 
With  the  whole  force  and  numbers  of  the  land. 
But  ftill  in  vain  our  effbrts  have  we  try'd ;  430 

Heav'n  fights  for  Troy,  and  combats  on  her  fide. 
Then  hear  attentive  what  my  thoughts  fuggell — 
A  length  of  lands,  far-ftretching  to  the  weft, 
Againft  Sicania,  near  the  Tyber,  lies  ; 
Where,  high  in  air,  the  tow'ring  hills  arife.  435 

Thefe  trafts,  th'  Auruncians  and  Rutulians  plough. 
And  feed  their  flocks  along  the  bending  brow. 
Thefe,  with  their  woods,  the  Trojans  fhall  pofl'efs. 
And  both  the  nations  join  in  leagues  of  peace. 

Since 
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Since  fjch  their  wifh,  ev'n  let  the  warlike  band       440 

Raife  a  new  town,  and  f  ttle  in  the  land. 

But  woud  they  leave  our  Latian  fhores  again. 

And  for  fome  other  region  crofs  the  main. 

Twice  ten  ftrong  veffejs  let  us  build,  or  more 

(For  thick  the  fore!>s  grow  along  the  fhore)  :  445 

The  form  and  number  let  inemielves  affign ; 

The  work,  the  rigging,  and  the  coft,  be  mine. 

Yet  more  ; — with  peaceful  olive  in  their  hand. 

An  hundred  peers  and  princes  of  the  land. 

To  firm  the  facred  league,  in  folemn  ftate,  450 

With  ample  prefents  on  their  prince  fhall  wait ; 

Rich  gifts  of  gfild,  and  polilh'd  ivory  bear. 

The  robe  of  purple,  and  the  regal  chair. 

Ye  peers !  with  freedom  thefe  high  points  debate  ; 

Speak,  fpeak  your  minds,  and  fave  the  fmking  ftate.455 

Then  Drances  rcfe,  a  proud  diflinguifh'd  name. 
With  envy  fir'd  at  l'urni:s'  fpreading  fame. 
His  mother's  blood  illullrious  fplendors  grace. 
By  birth  as  gen'rou?,  as  his  fire  was  bafe. 
Potent  and  rich,  in  fafliou  ^  counfeis  /kiU'd ;  460 

Bold  at  the  board ;  a  coward  in  the  field  ; 
Loud  he  harangu'd  the  court ;  and,  as  he  rofe, 
Thefe  vile  reproaches  on  the  warrior  throws : 

What  you  propofe,  great  monarch,  is  fo  plain 
i'o  all  the  fynod,  that  replies  are  vain.  465 

But  none  dares  fpeak;  though  all  can  underftand 
The  fole  expedient  our  aiFairs  demand. 
Let  him,  by  whofc  unhappy  conducl  led. 
For  whofc  curs'd  caufe,  fo  many  chiefs  have  bled» 

So 
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So  many  princes  of  our  land  lie  low,  470 

Till  our  whole  city  wears  one  face  of  woe. 

Him,  who  pretends  to  ftorm  a  hoft,  but  flies. 

While  the  proud  boaftful  coward  braves  the  ikies ; 

Let  Turnus  (for  I  muft,  I  wil],  purfue 

The  public  good,  though  death  is  in  my  view)        475 

Grant  that  high  favour  to  this  rev'rend  train. 

At  leaft,  of  thefe  our  fufF'rings  to  complain  ! 

O  king  !  to  thofe  rich  gifts  defign'd  before 

For  the  great  Trojan,  add  one  prefent  more : 

One  that  your  duteous  fenate  muft  requeft,  480 

And  one  he  values  more  than  all  the  reft. 

By  fear  or  violence  no  longer  fway'd 

Give  to  fo  brave  a  prince  tl;'  imperial  maid  ; 

By  that  fure  pledge  a  lafting  peace  obtain ; 

Or  know,  the  peace,  without  the  pledge,  is  vain.  485 

But  fhould  our  king  fo  bold  a  ftep  difclaim, 

Aw'd  by  the  terrors  of  his  rival's  name ; 

To  dreadful  Turnus  we  prefer  our  pray'r 

For  his  permiffion,  to  beftow  the  fair. 

And  to  our  prince  and  country  to  reftore  450 

Their  rights,  and  blufter  on  the  throne  no  more. 

Why,  for  thy  pride,  our  lives  fhould  we  expofe, 

0  fatal  chief !  the  fource  of  all  our  woes  ? 
'Tis  a  deftru(5live  war  ;  but,  to  be  free 

From  thefe  long  ills,  we  humbly  fue  to  thee  ;         495 
To  thee,  for  peace  are  all  our  pray'rs  apply'd  ; 
And,  the  fole  pledge  of  peace,  the  royal  bride. 
And  firft,  myfelf,  thy  fancy'd  foe  (a  name 

1  fcorn  alike  to  own,  or  to  difclaim) 

Vol.  LIIL  X  Ev'n 
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Ev'n  I,  a  fuppliait,  beg  thy  grace,  to  fpare  500 

Our  bleeding  country,  and  torfake  the  war. 
In  pity,  prince,  this  wond'rous  favour  yield  : 
'Tis  time,  when  routed,  to  renounce  the  field  ! 
Too  long  have  we  bemoan'd  our  flaughter'd  hofts. 
Our  lands  difpeopled,  and  our  wafted  coafts.  505 

If  love  of  glory  has  thy  foul  pofleft. 
If  fame  infpires,  or  courage  warms  thy  breaftj 
If  none  can  pleafe  thee,  but  a  princefs — go — 
Meet  in  the  lifted  field  thy  gen'rous  foe. 
Sure  !  if  our  worthy  chief  a  queen  can  gain,  5i» 

For  us  —no  matter — we  may  well  be  flain  ! 
Unwept,  unbu-^y'd;  to  the  fowls  refign'd; 
The  world's  laft  dregs  ;  the  refufe  of  mankind ! 
We,  worthlefs  fouls  !  were  born  for  him  alone. 
And,  from  our  necks,  he  mounts  into  the  throne!  515 
But  go,  proud  warrior,  if  one  fpark  remains 
Of  courage  in  thy  foul,  and  warms  thy  veins ; 
Go — meet  thy  rival — anfwer  his  demand- 
Go — fight  the  Trojan  hero,  hand  to  hand. 
Yet  the  vain  boafter  foon,  I  trull,  will  fly,  520 

Nor  ftand  th*e  terrors  of  that  deathful  eye  ! 

Thefe  fcornful  words  the  haughty  youth  engage 
In  all  the  fiery  violence  of  rage  ; 
Then,  while  a  groan  of  indignation  broke 
Deep  from  his  heart,  the  wrathful  hero  fpoke  :       525 

Drances,  that  tongue  a  ftream  of  words  can  yield ; 
Then,  when  our  hands  are  wanted  in  the  field, 
Firft  in  debate  !  but  fure  'tis  fafer  far 
With  words  to  flourifh,  than  to  wage  the  war ; 

.To 
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To  deal  in  long  harangues,  while  wall;  inclofe         530 

Thee  and  thy  fears  ;  and  guard  thee  from  the  foes. 

Remov'd  from  danger,  you  can  talk  aloud. 

And  mouth  and  bellow  to  the  lift'ning  croud. 

Proceed  then,  daftard,  in  thy  wonted  llrain ; 

Throw  forth  a  ftorm  of  eloquence  again  :  535 

With  ail  thy  malice,  all  thy  art,  declaim. 

And  brand  with  cowardice  my  injur'd  fame  ! 

Since  the  full  triumphs  of  the  day  are  thine. 

And  thy  own  trophies  ftand  as  high  as  mine  ! 

Try,  try,  this  hour,  thy  courage  ;  fee  !  the  foes    540 

Advance,  approach  us,  and  our  walls  inclofe  : 

Lo  !  in  the  battle  all  the  troops  are  join'd  ! 

Why  halts  the  fiery  Drances  yet  behind  ? 

Shall  all  thy  valour,  wretch  !  confill  fo  long 

In  thofe  fwift  feet,  and  in  that  fwifter  tongue  ?        545 

I  routed,  monfter  !  and  compell'd  to  fly  ? — 

Who  but  thyfelf  could  forge  that  fhamelefs  lye  ? 

Say,  was  I  routed  on  yon  deathful  plain. 

When  Tyber's  ftreams  ran  purple  to  the  main  ? 

Where,  wretch,  didllthou  fit  brooding  o'er  thy  fear,  550 

When  Pallas  bled  beneath  my  vengeful  fpear  ? 

When,  all  in  heaps,  his  vanquifh'd  troops  retir'd 

Before  this  arm,  or  round  their  lord  expir'd. 

Or  where  ? — when  both  the  giant  brethren  fell ; 

When  thoufands  more  my  faulchion  plung'd  to  hell  555 

In  one  victorious  day,  tho'  compafs'd  round 

With  foes,  and  prefs'd  within  the  hoftile  mound? 

All,  all,  but  thou,  ftood  witnefs  to  the  fight ! 

Nor  didft  thou  dare  look  out  upon  the  fight  I 

X  2  »TIs 
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'Tis  a  deilrudlive  war — Go,  daftard,  go,  ^6» 

And  preach  that  rule  you  pra(5tice,  to  the  foe ; 

At  once  avow  that  int'reft  you  embrace  : 

Go,  and  ahrm  our  friends,  our  arms  difgrace  ; 

But  praife  and  honour  a  twice-vanqnifh'd  race. 

Tell,  tell  the  croud,  howev'ry  Argive  lord  565 

And  monarch  trembled  at  the  Phrygian  fvvord  j 

That  Tydeus'  fon,  that  Peleus'  baffled  heir, 

Ketir'd  from  Hedlor,  nor  cou'd  Hand  his  war  j 

That  Aufidus  himfclf,  with  fuddcn  dread. 

When  on  his  banks  yEneas  rais'd  bis  head. 

Ran  back,  aftonifli'd,  to  his  native  bed. 

Such  are  his  bafe  fuggeftions,  which  appear 

Falfe  as  himfelf ;  or  his  diffembled  fear 

Of  my  revenge  :  that  vanity  refign  ; 

Such  blood  fh.ill  ne\'er  Itain  a  fword  like  mine  !        575 

Still  may  thy  foul  difmifs  that  idle  care. 

Lurk  in  that  abjev^  breaft,  and  tremble  there  !  — 

But  to  refume,  O  king  !  our  great  debate 

(Your  dread  commands)  the  folemn  cares  of  Hate : 

Since  on  our  arms  no  farther  Itrefs  you  lay,  580 

But  lofe  at  once  all  courage,  with  the  day  ; 

If,  on  this  one  defeat,  our  hopes  are  o'er ; 

If  all  our  fiiture  profpeds  are  no  more  ; 

Gods  !  let  us  raife  thefe  coward  hands,  to  gain 

Peace,  pardon,  life;  and  court  the  viftor's  chain  !  585 

Yet,  O  ye  princes !  did  the  leall  remains 

Of  our  bold  fathers  courage  warm  our  veins  j 

Thofe  I  fhou'd  ever  deem  the  truly  great, 

Thofe,  who  in  fields  of  battle  brave  their  fate ; 

Thofe, 
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Thofe,  who,  to  'fcape  that  (hame,  with  glory  fir'd,    590 
Bled  ;  and,  at  once,  tiiumphantly  expir'd  ! 
But  fince  a  yet-unbroken  force  we  find, 
Confed'rate  towns,  and  nations  ftill  behind  ; 
Since  Troy,  fo  nobly  by  our  troops  withflood. 
Has  bought  her  glory  with  her  deareft  blood ;  595 

Since,  in  their  turn,  the  tempeft  threatens  all ; 
Since,  with  the  vanquilh'd,  the  proud  viflors  fall  j 
Why,  on  our  firft  attempt,  this  low  defpair  ? 
This  flight,  before  the  trumpet  calls  to  war  ? 
Time  oft  has  fuccour'd  an  endanger'd  ftate  600 

By  fome  new  change,  and  fnatch'd  her  from  her  fate  ! 
Some  kingdoms  ftrange  viciffitudes  fuftain  ; 
Now  crulh'd  by  fortune,  and  now  rais'd  again  ! 
What  though  th'  ^tolian  monarch  has  deny'd 
To  arm,  and  bring  his  forces  to  our  fide,  605 

Yet,  with  Meflapus,  on  our  part  appears 
Tolumnius,  flill  fuccefsful  in  the  wars ; 
And  many  a  glorious  chief  who  lead  their  bands. 
Impatient  for  renown,  from  diirant  lands. 
Befides  our  Latian  youth,  of  matchlefs  might,         6lO 
With  glory  fir'd,  and  eager  for  the  fight. 
The  Volfcian  princefs  leads  her  valiant  train. 
All  fheath'd  in  brazen  armour,  to  the  plain. 
But  fince  my  foes  and  friends  the  fight  demand  ; 
The  public  peace  no  longer  I  withftand  ;  615 

Full  well  the  way  to  viftory  I  know  ; 
In  that  high  hope,  I'll  dare  this  dreaded  foe. 
This  nevv  Achilles  to  the  lifted  field, 
In  all  his  heav'nly  arras,  and  huge  Vulcanian  fhield  1 
X3  Nor 
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-Nor  fhall  my  deeds  my  anceftry  difgrace,  620 

Nor  once  degen'rate  from  my  glorious  race. 
For  you,  O  king  !  for  you,  my  friends,  for  all. 
Behold  your  felf-devoted  Turnus  f  Jl  ! 
Me  does  my  rival  to  the  fight  demand  ? 
Grant,  O  ye  gods  I  the  challenge  Hill  may  fland;  625 
Nor  let  yon  wretch,  however  you  decide 
My  fate,  the  danger  or  the  fame  divide. 

Meantime  ^Ilneas,  midil:  the  high  debate. 
Leads  on  his  eager  troops  to  feize  the  gate. 
The  Trcjan  fquadrons,  and  the  Tufcan  train,  630 

March  from  the  flood,  embattled,  o'er  the  plain. 
Before  the  godlike  prince,  the  loud  report 
Flew  fwift,  and  fcar'd  the  city  and  the  court  j 
The  crouds  all  kindle  at  the  dire  alarms. 
And,  fix'd  with  martial  fury,  fly  to  arms.  635 

The  youth  rufli  forth  to  war ;  the  fires  complain. 
And  Itrive  to  flop  the  growing  rage  in  vain. 
From  either  fide  the  difi^'rent  murmurs  rife. 
And  their  tumultuous  clamours  rend  the  Ikies, 
So  ring  the  forefl:s  with  the  f^ather'd  brood,  640 

A  thoufand  notes  re-echoing  through  the  wood : 
So  fcream  the  fwans  on  fair  Padufa's  bounds ; 
And  do.vn  the  waters  float  the  mingling  founds. 
Is  this  an  hour,  cool  methods  to  devife. 
And  talk  of  peace  ?  the  fiery  Turnus  cries ;  645 

Declaim,  ye  daflards,  talk,  ye  triflers,  on. 
While  the  proud  Trojan  arms,  and  florms  the  town  ! 

He  faid  ;  and  rufh'd  impetuous  to  the  plain  ; 
Lead,  lead,  brave  Volufus,  our  Ardean  train. 

And 
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And  fummon  to  the  fight  the  \^olfcian  force  ;  650 

Thou,  thou,  MefTapus,  range  th'  embattled  horfe. 
And  join  great  Coras,  and  his  brother's  care. 
Wide  o'er  the  field  to  fpread  the  op'ning  war. 
All,  all,  be  ready  ;  with  divided  pow'rs 
Guard  you  the  pafTes  ;  you  defend  the  tow'rs.         655 
Bend  you  to  battle  ;  and,  in  firm  array. 
Attend  your  gen'ral  where  he  leads  the  way. 

The  troops  obey  ;  and,  gathering  at  the  call. 
Pour  in  tumultous  heaps  to  guard  the  wall. 
The  penfive  father  of  the  Latian  ftate  669 

(Confus'd,  amaz'd)  fufpended  the  debate ; 
And  his  own  condufl:  blames,  that  he  refign'd 
To  the  queen's  counfel  his  compliant  mind; 
On  fuch  wrong  motives  rais'd  an  impious  war. 
And  robb'd  the  Trojan  of  the  promis'd  fair.  6°S 

To  fink  a  trench  before  the  gates,  they  run. 
Fix  the  ftrong  pile,  and  roU  the  pond'rous  ftone. 
Alarm'd,  and  fummon* d-by  the  trumpet's  found. 
Boys,  maids,  and  matrons,  croad  the  ramparts  round. 
All  aids  thefe  dire  extremities  demand,  670 

Fire  ev'ry  heart,  and  ftrengthen  ev'ry  hand. 

Now,  with  the  queen,  the  matrons  in  a  train 
Ride  with  lar^e  prcfents  to  Minerva's  fane : 
Lavinia  grac'd  her  fide ;  the  royal  fair ; 
The  guiltlefs  caufe  of  this  deftrudtive  war.  675 

To  earth  her  dreaming  eyes  the  maid  inclin'd ; 
In  fad  proceflion  move  the  croud  behind. 
They  burn  rich  odours  at  the  facred  flirine, 
Jind  feck,  with  fappliant  pray'r,  the  pow'rs  divine  : 

X  4  Againf^ 
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Ag'alnft  thie  Phry^giafi  pifate,  lend  thy  aid,  680 

O  queen  of  battles !  great  Tritbnian  maid ! 
Break,  break  his  jav'lin  ;  Itt  him  meet  his  fate. 
And  grind  the  dull  beneath  our  lofty  gate  ! 

Meanwhile  in  arms  the  furious  Tumus  flione : 
Firft,  the  brave  hero  drew  the  corflet  on ;  685 

Thick  fcales  of  brafs  the  coftly  work  infold  : 
His  manly  legs  he  cas'd  in  greaves  of  gold. 
Bare  w&s  his  fact ;  and,  with  a  martial  pride. 
The  ftarry  fword  hung  glitt'ring  at  his  fide. 
Bold  and  exulting,  mth  a  dauntlefs  a''r,  690 

The  mighty  chief  anticipates  the  war ; 
In  his  fond  hopes  already  has  he  won 
The  field,  before  the  battle  is  begun. 
The  golden  fplendors,  dazzling  to  the  view, 
Flafh'd  from  his  arms,  and  lighten'd  as  he  flew.      695 

So  tire  gay  pamper'd  fteed,  with  loofen'd  reins. 
Breaks  from  the  ftall,  and  pours  along  the  plains; 
With  large  fmootln  ftrokes  he  rnfhes  to  the  flood. 
Bathes  his  bright  fides,  and  cools  his  fiery  blood ; 
Neighs  as  he  flies ;  and,  toffing  high  his  head,        706 
Snuffs  the  fair  females  in  the  dif^.ant  mead ; 
At  ev'ry  motion,  o'er  his  neck  reclin'd. 
Plays  his  redundant  mane,  and  dances  in  the  wind. 

Him,  at  the  gate,  thus  iffuing  to  the  plain, 
Camilla  meets  with  all  her  female  train ;  705 

Leaps  in  a  moment  from  her  gen'rous  fteed ; 
The  beauteous  band  aKght  with  equal  fpeed : 
Prince,  if  the  bold  and  brave  (ihe  cries)  may  dare 
Trull  their  own  valour  for  fuccefs  in  war ; 

Myfelf, 
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Myfelf,  with  thefe,  will  Hand  the  Trojan  force;     710 
Myfelf  will  vanquilli  all  the  Tufcan  hoife. 
Guard  thou  the  city;  be  that  province  thine; 
But  let  the  dangers  of  the  field  be  mine. 

O  queen  !  thy  country's  pride,  the  chief  replies 
(And  on  the  dread  virago  fix'd  his  eyes)  ;  715 

To  fuch  uncommon  worth,  heroic  maid  I 
What  thanks  are  due  ?  what  honours  can  be  paid  ? 
Since  thofe,  and  death,  you  fcorn  with  equal  pride. 
With  me,  the  labours  of  the  day  divide. 
The  Trojan  bent  his  fraudful  fcheme  to  frame         720 
(In  this  my  fpies  confirm  the  voice  of  fame). 
Has  fent,  before,  his  aiSive  trDpps,  who  wield 
The  lighter  arms,  to  fcour  along  the  open  field. 
Meantime  himfeif,  along  tlie  lofty  crown 
Of  yon  fleep  mountain,  halkns  to  the  town.  725 

But,  in  the  wood,  an  ambudi  [  prepare. 
And  try  to  foil  him  in  the  wiles  of  war. 
He  lies  imprifon'd  in  that  narrow  {freight ; 
And,  if  he  moves,  he  ruflies  on  his  fate. 
Go  thou,  fupported  by  our  Latian  force,  730 

Go — with  fpread  enfigns  meet  the  Tufcan  horfs. 
Great  Tybur's  brothers,  both  renown'd  in  might. 
With  brave  MelTapus,  wait  tliee  to  the  iight. 
Beneath  thy  care,  fliall  march  the  martial  band, 
Fir'd  by  thy  high  example  and  command.  735 

This  faid ;  each  chief  he  rous'd  to  arms,  and  goes 
Witli  eager  fpeed  to  circumvent  the  foes. 

A  winding  vale  there  lay,  within  tiie  Ihade 
Of  woods,  by  nature  for  an  ambufh  made. 

To 
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To  this,  a  rough  and  flender  paflage  led  ;  740 

Above,  a  fniooth  and  level  plain  was  fpread, 
Unknown,  and  ftretching  o'er  the  mountain's  head. 
There  fafe,  the  foldicr,  to  tlie  left  or  right. 
May  dare  th'  afcending  war,  and  urge  the  fight; 
Roll  rocky  fragments  from  the  craggy  brow,  745 

And  dalh  the  pond'rous  rui  is  en  the  ioe. 
Hither  the  prince  \toT  well  he  knew  the  way) 
Fle>v,  feiz'd  the  poll,  and  clofe  in  ambulh  lay. 

But  now  Latonia,  in  th'  ethereal  fphere, 
for  her  Camilla  touch'd  with  anxious  fear,  750 

Befpoke  fwift  Opis,  in  a  mournful  ftrain, 
A  nymph,  and  one  of  her  own  virgin  train : 
Alas  !  dear  Opis,  my  Camilla  goes 
To  feek  the  fatal  w.  r,  and  bra\  e  the  foes ; 
See  !  where  ihe  rufhes  to  the  dcatliful  plain,  755 

And  proudly  wears  Diana's  arms  in  vain  ! 
Still  from  my  foul  the  darling  maid  I  lov'd; ' 
And  time  the  growing  fondnefs  has  improv'dj 
E'er  fmce  ftern  Metabasj  her  haplefs  fire, 
Forc'd  by  his  rebel  fubjedls  to  retire,  760 

Fled  from  Pivernum,  his  imperial  town. 
And  loft  his  old  hereditary  crown. 
Safe  he  convey'd,  through  crouds  of  raging  foes. 
His  babe,  the  dear  companion  of  his  woes. 
And  call'd  Camilla,  from  her  mother's  name  ;         765 
And  in  his  flight  through  wilds  ai;d  deferts  came  ; 
The  favage  hills  and  woods  he  wander'd  o'er. 
And  in  his  arms  the  lovely  burthen  bore ; 

While 
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WTiile  with  their  jav'lin?,  in  an  endlefs  tide. 
The  Voircians  prefs'd  their  prince  on  ev'ry  fide  :     770 
When  lo  !  old  Amafenus'  ftreams  delay 
His  courfe,  and  foam  acrofs  the  wanior's  way: 
For  late,  ,the  flood,  increas'd  with  fudden  rains. 
Had  burfl  the  banks,  and  floated  half  the  plains : 
Firft  he  reiblves  to  fwim,  and  gain  the  fliore  ;  775 

But  love  retards  him,  and  the  charge  he  bore. 
Thus,  while  a  thoufand  fchemes  divide  his  breaft. 
Sudden,  on  this,  he  fixes  as  the  beit : 
His  mighty  p.ond'rous  fpear,  of  knotted  oak. 
Long  harden'd  in  the  flames,  the  monarch  took;    780 
To  this  ftrong  lance  the  tender  babe  he  bound. 
With  cork  and  pHant  cficrs  wrapt  around. 
Then  pois'd  the  loaded  fpear,  in  ad  to  throw; 
But  for  my  favour  firft  addrefs'd  his  vow : 
To  thee,  chafte  goddefs  of  the  forefl  wild,  ySc 

Behold  I  a  father  dedicates  his  child  ; 
She  flies  for  refuge  to  thy  pow'r  divine. 
And  the  firft  weapons  that  fhe  knows  are  thine. 
Thus  then  I  fend,  to  thy  protefting  care. 
Thy  little  fuppliant  through  the  fields  of  air.  790 

This  faid ;  with  all  his  force  the  lance  he  threw ; 
High  o'er  the  roaring  waves  Camilla  flew ; 
Then  the  bold  warrior,  prefs'd  on  ev'ry  fide 
.  By  his  fierce  foes,  plung'd  headlong  in  the  tide. 
The  flood  furmounted,  and  the  jav'Iin  tore,  795 

Charg'd  with  the  facred  infant,  from  the  fliore. 
Each  town  with  ftern  unhofpitable  hate, 
Againft  the  wand'ring  monarch  fl:ut  her  gate : 

Nor 
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Nor  could  he  bear  (his  {"corn  was  grown  fo  high) 

To  Hand  dilHnguifh'd  by  the  pidjlic  eye.  8oo 

From  all  fociety  of  men  he  fled ; 

A  fhepherd's  life  among  the  mountains  led ; 

There  with  his  daughter  paft  the  hours  away. 

In  dens  of  beafts  and  favages  of  prey; 

Sought  ev^'ry  fofter-mother  of  the  wood,  805 

And  in  her  lips  diftill'd  the  milky  food. 

Soon  as  the  little  Amazon  could  go ; 

He  on  her  (boulders  hung  a  {lender  bow  : 

A  fmall  light  quiver  at  her  fide  fhe  wore. 

And  in  her  hand  a  pointed  jav'Iin  bore  :  810 

No  rich  embroider'd  robes  her  limbs  enfold. 

Nor  were  her  waving  locks  adorn'd  with  gold. 

The  fpoils  of  fome  Herce  tyger  wrapt  her  round. 

That,  from  her  head,  hung  trailing  to  the  ground  : 

Ev'n  then  her  tender  hand  the  dart  could  fling,       815 

Or  whirl  the  pebble  from  the  founding  fling. 

Strike  the  long  crane,  or  fnowy  fwan,  on  high. 

And  fetch  the  tow'ring  quarry  from  the  fky. 

Her  charms  farprisM  the  Tufcan  matron  train. 

Who  court  the  huntref.  for  their  fons  in  vain.  820 

Not  all  their  courtihip,  nnr  their  pray'rs,  could  move 

The  maid,  from  Iworn  virginity,  to  love. 

With  Dian's  love  content,  ihe  keeps  her  vow; 

She  llioots  my  arrjws,  and  fhe  bends  my  bow. 

Ah  !  from  my  foul  I  wilh,  tiie  haplefs  fair  825 

Had  never  mingled  in  the  direful  war  1 

Then  IHII  my  darling  might  the  maid  remain. 

The  pride  and  glory  of  njy  virgin  train  ! 

But. 
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But,  fince  her  doom  is  feal'd,  her  fate  is  nigh, 

Defcend,  my  nymph,  this  inltant  from  the  fky.       830 

To  yonder  plain,  impetuous,  bend  thy  flight. 

Where,  fee !  in  arms  fhe  rufhes  on  tlie  fight. 

Here,  take  my  bow ;  and,  from  this  dreadful  flieath. 

Draw  forth  the  winged  meffenger  of  death. 

And,  who  the  facred  virgin  ftiall  deftroy,  835 

Or  of  the  Latian  bands,  or  fons  of  Troy, 

With  this  keen  arrow  make  my  vengeance  good  j 

Let  him  atone  the  facrilege  with  blood. 

Then  will  I  bear  the  breathlefs  maid  away. 

Her  fpoils  and  body  in  a  cloud  convey,  840 

To  the  dark  grave  commend  her  dear  remains. 

And  fafe  difpofe  'em  in  her  native  plains. 

The  goddels  faid  ;  the  nymph  obedient  flies. 

Wrapt  in  a  founding  whirlwind  down  the  Ikies. 

Now  to  the  walls  (a  clofe-embody'd  force)  845 

March  the  fwift  Trojan  and  the  Tufcan  horfe; 
Beneath  their  valiant  chiefs,  in  thick  array. 
The  troops  embattled  urge  their  fiery  way. 
Aloft  the  foaming  couriers  prance  and  bound, 
Prefs  on  the  rein,  and  proudly  paw  the  ground.       850 
Trembling  for  joy,  diey  hope  the  dire  alarms ; 
The  fields  gleam  dreadful  with  their  waving  arms. 
Spears,  nodding  helms,  and  fhields,  with  mingled  rays. 
Flame  round,  and  fet  the  region  in  a  blaze. 

Nor  with  lefs  fpeed,  beneath  Mefiapus'  care,       8^5 
The  Latian  trocp^  pour  furious  to  the  war. 
Full  in  the  font  che  mighty  Coras  came, 
u'ith  bold  Catiuus,  to  the  ielii  of  fime.. 

O'er 
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O'er  all  dlfUnguifh'd  in  the  martial  fcene. 

Rode  with  her  female  train  the  Volfcian  queen.        860 

Fierce  to  the  fight  the  valiant  troops  advance. 

Protend,  and  poife,  and  fhake  the  flaming  lance. 

Thick  clouds  of  duft  their  trampliog  feet  excite  ; 

Th'  impatient  courfers  neigh,  and  fnuffthe  diftant  fight. 

At  length,  within  a  jav'lin's  reach  appear  865 

Both  hoils ;  and,  fhouting,  join  the  horrid  war ; 
Roufe  to  the  fight  their  gen'rous  fteeds,  and  pour 
Their  darts  inceffant,  in  a  rattling  fhow'r. 
In  one  dark  ftorm  the  founding  lances  fly. 
Shade  the  bright  fun,  and  intercept  the  flcy.  870 

Firft  horfe  to  horfe,  and  man  to  man,  oppos'd 
The  bold  Aconteus  and  Tyrrhenus  clos'd  ; 
Each  eager  warrior  hurl'd  the  pointed  fpear. 
And  urg'd  his  courfer  in  a  full  career ; 
The  Heeds,  encount'ring  with  a  tliund'ring  found,  875 
Shock ;  and  Aconteus  tumbles  to  the  ground. 
Swift,  as  difcharg'd  from  the  loud  engine  flies 
The  glowing  ftone,  or  lightning  from  the  ikies ; 
So  fwift  the  warrior,  from  his  couifer  far,  879 

Shoots  with  a  fpring,  and  breathes  his  fiery  foul  in  air. 

Now  all  the  Latian  horfe  dilbrdcr'd  run, 
(Their  fliields  flung  back)  tumultuous,  to  the  town. 
The  chacc  with  cries  the  joyful  Trojans  led. 
With  great  Afylas  thund'ring  at  their  head. 
Soon  as  they  reach'd  the  walls,  the  rallying  train    885 
Rein  round  their  fteeds,  and  face  the  foes  again. 
Then,  in  their  turn,  the  vanquilh'd  Trojans  wheel'd. 
And,  pale  with  terror,  meafur'd  back  the  field. 

Thus, 
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Thus,  in  alternate  tides,  o'er  all  the  ftrand 
Swells  the  vaft  ocean,  and  invades  the  land.  ,890 

Wave  after  wave,  the  waters  mount  on  high. 
Till  o'er  the  rocks  the  foamy  furges  fly. 
Then  headlong,  in  her  turn,  the  roaring  main 
Rolls  back,  impetuous,  to  her  bounds  again  ; 
Rolls  back,  as  rapid  as  fhe  came  before,  89^ 

With  all  the  floating  trophies  of  the  Ihore. 
Twice  the  Rutulians  to  the  city  flew ; 
And  twice  they  rally,  and  the  foes  pur'iie. 
Till  in  the  third  aflault  the  hofts  engage  ; 
Then  burns  the  fight  with  unextinguifli'd  rage.        900 
All,  man  to  man,  and  breaft  to  breaft,  oppos'd. 
In  one  dire  fliock  the  charging  fquadrons  clos'd. 
Then  bled  the  battle  ;  and  a  load  of  flain. 
Shields,  helms,  and  jav'iins,  cover'd  wide  the  plain. 
In  a  red  deluge  all  the  fields  lie  drown'd;  905 

And  cries  and  agonizing  groans  refound 
Of  wounded  warriors,  lab 'ring  out  their  breath. 
And  courfers  plunging  in  the  pangs  of  death. 

With  cautious  eyes,  Orfilochus  from  far 
Obferv'd  ftrong  Remulus,  and  mark'd  for  war  ;      910 
Nor  durft  approach  the  chief;  but  huri'd  the  fpear. 
With  all  his  llrength,  beneath  his  courfer's  ear. 
Stung  with  the  ftroke,  and  madding  with  the  wound. 
He  rears  and  paws  in  air,  with  many  a  bound. 
And  cafls  his  haplels  maflier  on  the  ground.  91 

Next  bled  Idas  by  Catillus'  fteel ; 
B}'  the  fame  hand  tiie  huge  Herminius  fell : 

AU 


nd,^ 
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All  pale  in  death  the  mighty  hero  lies  ; 

Vain  were  his  giant  arms,  and  giant  fize  ; 

Th'  intrepid  chief  (his  head  and  fhoulders  bare,    920 

Tall,  and  diftinguifh'd  by  his  golden  hair) 

Tow'r'd  in  the  front,  the  maik  of  all  the  war  ! 

Through  his  broad  ihoulders  pail,  the  deadly  wound 

Contrafts,  and  beads  him  double  to  the  ground. 

Now  all  the  fields  with  crimfon  ftreams  are  dy'd;   925 

And  the  vail  carnage  fmokes  on  ev'ry  fide. 

The  charms  of  honour  ev'ry  bofom  fire. 

To  win  the  day ;  or  glorioufly  expire. 

Her  breaft  half-naked,  through  the  direful  fcene 
Of  blood  and  llaughter  flew  the  Volfcian  queen.       930 
The  fhafts  and  quiver  at  her  fide  appear. 
The  polilh'd  bow,  and  all  Diana's  war. 
Now  the  fwift  dart  with  matchlefs  might  fhe  caft ; 
Now  with  her  axe  fhe  laid  the  battle  wafle  : 
Ev'n  when  fhe  flies,  flie  bends  the  backward  bow,  935 
And  fends  the  winged  vengeance  at  the  foe. 
Around,  in  pomp,  her  fifter  warriors  ride. 
All-bright  in  arms,  and  combat  fide  by  fide. 
Her  brazen  poie-.nxe,  there,  Tarpeia  wields; 
And,  here,  Larina  glitters  o'er  the  fields  ;  940 

Italian  virgins  ;  her  fupreme  delight ; 
In  peace  her  friends ;  her  comrades  in  the  fight. 

So  round  their  queen,  Hippolyte  the  fair. 
Or  bold  Penthefile's  refulgent  car. 
Move  the  triumphant  Amazonian  train,  945 

In  bright  array,  exulting,  to  the  plain. 

Proudly 
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Proudly  they  march,  and  clafli  their  painted  arms. 
And  all  Thermodoon  rings  with  proud  alarms ; 
With  female  (houts  they  Ihake  the  founding  field ; 
And  fierce  they  poife  the  fpear,  and  grafp  the  moony 
fhield,  950 

Who  iirft,  who  laft,  by  thy  vi£lorious  hand. 
Heroic  maid  !  funk  breathlefs  on  the  land  ? 
Firll,  Clytius'  fon,  the  great  Eumenius,  dies ; 
Through  his  broad  breaft  the  quiv'ring  jav'lin  flies : 
Grimly  he  grinds  the  duft,  diltain'd  with  blood,      955 
And  rolls  and  welters  in  the  crimfon  flood. 
Liris  and  Pegafus  at  once  are  kill'd. 
And  both,  transfix'dj  fall  headlong  on  the  field  ; 
One  iioop'd,  to  reach  his  wounded  courier's  rein; 
One  flew,  to  prop  his  finking  friend,  in  vain  !         660 
Now  Hippotas'  brave  fon  Amailrus  fell ; 
And  now  fhe  threatens,  with  the  pointed  ileel, 
Tereus  the  fuift,  Harpalycus  the  flrong; 
And  drove  in  heaps  the  hoftile  chiefs  along. 
Demophoon,  Chromis,  fled  her  dreadful  fpear;      965 
She  pours,  and  hangs  tempefl:uous  in  the  rear. 
Thus  through  the  ranks  of  war  Ihe  rag'd,  and  flew 
A  Phrygian  foe  with  ev'ry  dart  (he  threw. 
The  mighty  hunter,  Ornytus,  from  far. 
On  his  Apulian  courfer  fought  the  war:  970 

A  bull's  black  hide  his  ample  (boulders  fpread ; 
A  wolf's  rough  fpoils  grinn'd  horrid  o'er  his  head : 
A  bended  fpear  he  brandifli'd  in  his  hand, 
And  tow'r'd  confpicuous  o'er  the  martial  band. 

Vol.  LIII.  Y  WTtk 
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A^'ith  eafe,  as  all  the  troops  confus'dly  fled, 

She  flew  the  foe,  and  thus  infults  the  dead:  975 

Me,  Tufcan,  didft  thou  deem  thy  deflin'd  prey. 

Like  hunted  game,  the  fortune  of  the  day  ? 

Lo  I  by  a  woman's  arm,  this  fatal  hour. 

That  boaJl  is  anfwer'd,  and  thy  vaunts  no  more  I     980 

Go  ! — let  thy  fire  the  glorious  tidings  know; 

Camilla  fent  thee  to  the  fnades  below  ! 

Then  on  two  Trojan  chiefs,  of  giant  fize, 

Butes,  and  tall  Orfilochus,  fhe  flies. 

But  Butes,  face  to  face,  il\e  brav'd  in  war ;  9B5 

Swift  through  the  neck  fhe  drove  the  pointed  fpear. 

Where  the  bright  helm  and  corllet  left  a  part. 

To  let  in  fate,  wide-open  to  the  dart. 

From  fierce  Orfilochu?  the  virgin  wheel'd 

At  firil,  in  flight  difTembled,  round  the  field  :  990 

But,  in  a  ring  flill  IcfTening,  to  delude 

The  furious  chief,  fhe  fled,  till  flie  purfu'd ; 

Then  while,  in  vain,  her  circumvented  foe 

Ir^plores  his  life  ;  high-rifmg  to  tas  blow. 

Cleaves  his  broad  front  witli  a  redoubkd  wound ;    995 

The  blood  and  brains  rufli  fnioking  on  the  ground. 

The  fon  of  Aunus  crof^'d  her  in  her  way. 
And  for  a  while  i'.ood  trembling  in  difmay ; 
A  wretch,  tliat,  like  his  own  Ligurian  line. 
Could  cheat,  while  fortune  favour'd  the  dcfign.     lOOQ 
Soon  as  he  found  it  vain  to  fhun  by  flight 
The  female  warrior,  or  maintain  the  fight ; 
Jltfolv'd  to  circumvent  the  hoiHle  maid, 
Thus  to  the  queen  the  low  diiTembler  faid : 

Where 
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Where  is  the  mighty  praife,  to  vaunt  the  force,    1005 

And  truft  the  fwiftnefs,  of  your  rapid  horfe  ? 

Difmifs  your  fteed,  vain  maid  !  and  let  us  Hand 

Engag'd  in  fingle  combat,  hand  to  hand. 

Soon  lliall  be  known,  proud  princefs,  what  you  can, 

When,  on  thefe  terms,  a  woman  fights  a  man.      loio 

Thus  he  : — the  queen  fprings  furious  on  the  plain 

From  her  fleet  fteed,  and  gives  him  to  the  train. 

On  foot  ftie  dares  the  daftard  to  the  field. 

Draws  her  bright  fword,  and  grafps  her  maiden  fhield. 

Flufti'd  with  gay  hopes,  to  find  his  fraud  fucceed,  1015 

He  turns,  he  flies,  and,  to  his  utmoft  fpcec 

With  goring  fpurs  provokes  his  fmoking 

Deluded  fool !   (ftie  cries,  in  lofty  ftrain) 

On  me  thy  little  arts  are  try'd  in  vain; 

Nor  hence,  ev'n  yet,  in  fafety  ftialt  thou  run,       1020 

To  pleafe  thy  fire  with  falflioods  like  his  own. 

She  faid  ;  and,  fpringing  with  a  fiery  courfe. 

The  raging  maid  out-ftripp'd  the  flying  horfe  ; 

Turn'd,  feiz'd  the  reins  ;  cppos'd  in  battle  flood  ; 

Then  gluts  her  vengeance  with  his  reeking  blood.   1025 

Not  with  more  eafe  the  falcon,  from  abo^'e. 

Shoots,  feizes,  gripes,  and  rends,  the  trembling  dove  j 

All  ttain'd  with  blood,  the  beauteous  feathers  fly. 

And  the  Icofe  plumes  come  fiutt'ring  down  the  fky. 

Meantime  th'  almighty  fire  cf  men  and  gods,    1030 
Inthron'd  in  high  Olympus'  bright  abodes. 
Surveys  the  war;  the  Tufcan  chief  infpires 
With  gen'rous  rage,  and  fills  with  martial  fires. 

y  ?       -  Through 


3ft+  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Through  all  the  cleaving  ranks,  with  eager  fpeed. 
Flies  the  bold  Tarchon  on  his  rapid  Heed  ;  '^SS 

Calls  on  each  chief  by  name  ;  adjures  the  train. 
Leads,  rallies,  and  inflames  the  troops  again. 

Ye  fcandal  of  your  race,  your  country's  ftiame  ! 
Warm'd  with  no  honour,  no  regard  of  fame  I 
What  fear,  ye  cowards,  cv'ry  breail  controls        1040 
Un-ncrves  your  limbs,  and  chills  your  trembling  fouls  ? 
Thus  then,  from  one  flies  all  our  fcatter'd  band  ! 
Gods  ! — but  from  one,  and  I'rom  a  female  hand  ! 
Oh  !  caft  away  the  fword,  the  fhield  and  fpear  j 
The  idle  pom.p  and  pageantry  of  v/ar  I —  I04S 

Yet  were  you  never  recreants  to  delight. 
Nor  to  the  fofter  battles  of  the  night  ! 
When  pipes  proclaim  the  facred  revels  nigh. 
How  fwift,  how  eager,  to  the  feail  you  fly  ! 
Jn  the  full  bowls  you  centre  all  your  love  ;  1050 

Pleas'd,  when  tlie  priefl  invites  you  to  the  grove. 
You  run,  and  riot  in  the  rich  repafl ; 
The  firfl  in  banquets,  but  in  fights  the  lafl  ! 

He  faid  ;  and,  bent  on  death,  in  deep  de/jsair, 
Rrfli'd  on  his  l^eed  amidll  the  thlckell  war :  1055 

Then  urg'd  at  Venulus  his  furious  courfe, 
Seiz'd  him  at  once,  and  fnatch'd  him  from  his  horfe. 
Thus  in  his  arms,  with  matchlefs  ftrength,  he  bore, 
Fierce  as  he  rode,  the  haplefs  chief,  before. 
His  troops  behold  the  fcene  with  ftrange  furprife,  1060 
j\nd  peals  of  fliouts  run  rattling  round  the  Ikies  ; 
While  with  his  captive,  all  in  open  view. 
O'er  the  wide  field  the  tiery  hero  flew. 

The 
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The  point  then  breaking  from  the  warrior's  dart. 

The  chief  explores  a  penetrable  partj  1065 

And  meditates  the  wound  ;  the  Itruggling  foe 

Defends  hii  throat,  and  difappoints  the  blow. 

As  when  th'  imperial  eagle  fears  on  high, 

And  bears  fome  fpeckled  ferpent  through  the  P<y  : 

While  her  fhnrp  talons  gripe  the  bleeding  prey,     10-0 

In  many  a  fold  her  curling  volumes  play  ; 

Her  ftarting  brazen  fcales  with  horror  rife  ; 

The  fangujne  flames  flafli  dreadful  from  her  eyes  : 

She  writhes,  and  hifles  at  her  foe,  in  vain. 

Who  wings  at  eafe  the  wide  aerial  plain  ;  107  c 

With  her  ftrong  hooky  beak  the  captive  plies,      [fkies. 

And  bears  the  itruggling  prey,  triumphant  through  the 

So  vvith  the  chief  the  mighty  Tarchon  flew; 

And,  kindling  at  the  fight,  the  troops  their  prince  purfue. 

Now  Aruns  on  the  Volfcian  princefs  waits  io8o 

(Aruns  the  deftin'd  victim  of  the  Fates;) 
Wheels  round,  and  feeks  witli  ev'ry  v/ily  art 
The  favouring  moment  to  difcharge  the  dart. 
Where-e'er  the  furious  maid  her  Heps  incliii'd. 
The  wretch  in  filence  follows  clofe  behind  :  1085 

V/hen  fi-om  the  cortquer'd  foes  fne  bends  her  courfe. 
Thither  th'  infidlous  warrior  turns  his  horfe ; 
Oft  fhifts  his  place ;  runs  anxious  to  and  fro  ;  •) 

Flies  round  the  circuit ;  and,  in  acl  to  throw,  > 

Aims  his  fure  jav'lin  at  the  beauteous  foe.  1090  j 

Chloreus,  the  priell  of  Cybele,  from  fir 
Shone  in  bright  arms  amid  the  crouded  war. 

y  3  Mae- 
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Magnificently  gay,  he  proudly  prefs'd 

A  prancing  ftced,  in  Uatcly  trappings  drefs'd  ; 

Rich  fcales  of  brals  and  gold,  inwrought  with  art,    1 095 

Grac'd  with  a  mimic  plumage  ev'ry  part. 

Himfelf,  in  purple  clad,  amid  the  foe 

Sent  his  fwift  arrows  from  a  Lycian  bow. 

Gold  was  the  bow,  that  from  his  fhoulder  founds. 

And  gold  the  helmet,  that  his  head  furrounds.       1 100 

His  robes,  with  many  a  ruftling  filken  fold. 

With  care  were  gather'd,  and  confin'd  in  gold  : 

His  crimfon  tunic  was  embroider'd  o'er  ; 

And  purple  bufldns  on  his  legs  he  wore. 

This  chief  fhe  fmgles  from  the  warring  crew,         1 105 

And,  blind  to  danger,  through  the  fquadrons  flew ; 

With  the  rich  fpoils  to  deck  Diana's  Ihrine ; 

Or  that  herfelf  in  Trojan  arms  may  fhine. 

All,  all  the  woman  in  her  bofon  rofe  1 

For  this  bright  prize,  fhe  plung'd  amid  the  foes  I  1 1 10 

When,  from  his  covert,  Aruns  launch 'd  his  fpear; 

But  firft  to  heav'n  prcferr'd  his  fuppliant  pray'r; 

O  Phoebus !  guardian  of  Sorafte's  woods, 

And  fhady  hills ;  a  god  above  the  gods ! 

To  whom  our  natives  pay  the  rites  divine,  "  '  5 

And  burn  whole  crackling  groves  of  hallow'd  pine ; 

Walk  o'er  the  fire,  in  honour  of  thy  name. 

Unhurt,  unfmg'd,  and  facred  from  the  flame; 

Give  to  my  favour'd  arms,  to  clear  away 

The  deep  dark  ftains  of  this  difgraceful  day.  1120 

Nor  fpoils  nor  trophies  from  the  maid  I  claim ; 

No— to  my  future  life  I  trull  for  fame. 

If 
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If  by  my  hand  this  raging  pelT:  be  flain, 

I  alk  no  honour ;  but  retire  again, 

Pleas'd,  tho'  inglorious,  to  my  native  plain.       11 25 

The  god  conlents  to  half  his  warm  requeil. 
But  in  the  fleecing  winds  difpers'd  the  relt. 
Camilla's  death  was  granted  to  his  pray'r  ; 
His  fafe  return  was  loll  in  empty  air. 

Now  as  the  jav'Un  fmgs  along  the  iTcies,  1 130 

All  to  the  Voli'cian  princefs  turn  their  eyes. 
The  fair  rufh'd  on,  regardlefs  of  the  found> 
Till  in  her  pap  fhe  felt  the  fatal  wound. 
Deep,  deep  infix'd,  the  pointed  weapon  flood 
Full  in  her  heart,  and  drank  the  vital  blood.  1 135 

Swift  to  her  fuccour  fly  her  female  train. 
And  in  their  arms  the  fmking  queen  fultaln ; 
Eut  far  more  fvvift  affrighted  Aruns  fled. 
With  fear  and  joy,  nor  turn'd  his  guilty  head  : 
Back  he  retires,  all-trembling  and  difmay'd ;  1 1 40 

Nor  cou'd  he  bear,  in  death  to  view  the  dreadful  maid. 

As  when  a  prowling  wolf,  whofe  rage  has  flain 
Some  ftately  heifer,  or  the  guardian  fwain, 
Flies  to  the  mountain  with  impetuous  fpeed, 
Confus'd,  and  confcious  of  the  daring  deed,  1 14J 

Claps  clofe  his  quiv'ring  tail  between  his  thighs. 
Ere  yet  the  peopled  country  round  him  rife  : 
Nor  lefs  confus'd,  pale  Aruns  took  his  flight; 
Shunn'd  ev'ry  eye,  and  mingled  in  the  fight. 

The  dying  queen,  in  agonizing  pain,  1 1513 

Tugs  at  the  pointed  fteel,  but  tugs  in  vain. 

Y  4.  Deep' 
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Deep-riveted  within,  the  rankling  dart 

Heav'd  in  the  wound,  and  panted  in  her  heart. 

She  finks,  (lie  f.voons,  fhe  fcarcely  draws  her  breath. 

And,  all-around  her,  fwim  the  fhades  of  death.     1155 

The  flarry  fplendors  languifli  in  her  eyes. 

And  from  her  cheeks  the  rofy  colour  flies. 

A  maid  fhe  calls,  the  partner  of  her  cares. 

Her  friend  in  peace ;  her  filler  in  the  wars. 

Acca  ;  no  more :  —  for  mortal  is  my  wound ;  1 160 

A  dizzy  mill  of  darknefs  fwims  around  : 

The  vidory  was  mine ;  but  ah  !  'tis  part  ! 

This  hour,  this  fatal  moment,  is  my  lall ! 

Go,  and  my  dying  words  to  Turnus  bear ; 

Bid  him,  this  inftant  to  the  field  repair;  1 165 

This  inftant,  from  the  town  the  foe  repel  :•— 

And  now,  dear  friend,  a  long  and  laft  farewel  I 

With  that  the  queen,  expiring,  dropp'd  the  rein. 
And  from  her  courfer  funk  upon  the  plain. 
In  thick  Ihort  fobs  the  vital  fpirit  flies,  1 170 

Her  head  declin'd,  and  drooping  as  fhe  dies ! 
Her  radiant  arms  beftrew  the  field  of  fight : 
Her  foul,  indignant,  fought  the  realms  of  night. 

Then,  from  the  hofts  the  doubling  clamours  rife. 
And  fhouts  tumultuous  echo  to  the  fkies.  1 175 

The  Trojan  band,  a  firm  determin'd  force. 
The  Tufcan  chiefs,  with  all  th'  Arcadian  horfe, 
Ru(h  furious  to  the  field ;  the  fiaughtcr  fpread  ; 
The  tumult  deepen'd,  and  the  combat  bled. 

Meantime  fair  Opis,  trom  a  mountain's  brow,  1 1 80 
A  while  unmov'd  furvcy'd  the  fight  below. 

But 
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But  when  from  far  flie  faw  Camilla  flain. 

And,  round  the  corfe,  the  ihouting  hoftiie  train. 

Deep  from  her  heaving  ivory  bofom  bro'ce 

A  mournful  groan,  and  thus  the  goddefs  fpoke  :     1 1 85 

Too,  too  fsverely,  much  lamented  maid. 

For  v.arring  with  the  Trojans,  tliou  hafc  paid  ! 

In  vain  made  facred  by  thy  virgin  vow 

To  Dian's  name,  and  grac'd  with  Dian's  bow ! 

Nor  yet  in  death  thy  goddefs  will  difclaioi  1 190 

Her  favour'd  maid,  but  crown  with  endlefs  fame ! 

Thy  praife  fliall  round  the  nations  be  difplay'd. 

And  to  thy  fate  due  vengeance  fhall  be  jxiid. 

This  moment  will  I  make  that  vengeance  good ; 

The  guilty  wretch  fhall  render  blood  for  blood.     1 195 

Beneath  a  hill,  Dercennub'  tomb  appears, 
A  potent  Latian  lord  in  former  years ; 
A  grove  of  venerable  oaks  difplay'd. 
Wide  round  the  monument,  a  gloomy  (bade. 
Hither  the  goddefs  took  her  rapid  flight,  1200 

And-fpy'd  gay  Aruns  from  the  towVing  height. 
There  as  the  yonth  exults,  and  f«vells  with  pride. 
Whither,  poor  daftard,  wouJdft  thou  fly?   (fne  cry'd) 
Turn,  v>'retch — this  moment  for  thy  guilt  atone ; 
And  for  Camilla's  death  receive  thy  own.  1205 

Go  — to  the  fliades  of  hell,  her  vi<!:'Hm,  go— 
A  prize  umvorth}'  of  Diana's  bov/ ! 

She  faid ;  and  inftant  from  the  golden  Gieath 
Drew  forth  the  feather'd  meiTenger  of  death. 
Fierce  in  her  rage,  the  circling  horns  ihe  bends     12I0 
To  the  fi:ll  Itretch,  and  joias  the  doubling  ends. 

One 
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One  hand  approach'd  the  point ;  one  drew  the  bow. 

And  to  her  breaft  ftrain'd  the  tough  nerve  below. 

At  once  the  murd'rer  heard  the  founding  dart, 

And  felt  the  fteely  vengeance  in  his  heart.  1 2 1 5 

He  lies  deferted  by  his  focia!  train, 

Pale  and  expiring  on  a  foreign  plain  ! 

While,  from  the  field,  triumphant  Opis  flies. 

And  on  fpread  pinions  mounts  the  golden  fkies. 

Firll  fied  Camilla's  band  (their  piincefs  kill'd) ;  1220 
Then  the  Rutulians,  routed,  quit  the  field. 
Atinas'  felf,  the  chefs,  and  armies,  run. 
And  fpur  their  fmoking  courfers  to  the  town. 
Nor  can  the  troops  fullain,  nor  dare  oppofe 
The  flaught'ring  fwords  of  their  vidlorious  foes ;    1225 
Athwart  their  backs  th'  unbended  bows  they  flung; 
And  with  their  trampling  fteeds  the  founding  champain 

The  city  now  th'  advancing  holl  appalls :  [rung. 

A  cloud  of  duft,  thick-gath'ring  to  the  walls. 
From  the  tall  tow'rs  the  trembhng  matrons  fpy ;    1230 
And  female  fhrieks,  tumultuous,  rend  the  /ky. 
Mixt  with  their  foes,  rulh  headlong  through  the  gate 
The  Latian  fquadron,  nor  can  (hun  their  fate ; 
In  vain  for  Ihelter  to  their  houfes  fly ; 
Ev'n  there  transfixt,  in  heaps  the  wretches  die.      1235 
Some  clofe  the  gates,  exclude  their  fecial  train, 
V>^ho  beg  admifuon  to  the  town  in  vain. 
While  thefe  defend  th'  endanger'd  polls,  and  thofe 
Rulh  on  their  fwords,  a  dreadful  flaughtcr  rofe. 
With  piercing  flirieks,  and  lamentable  cries,  1240 

The  children  bleed  before  their  parents  eyes. 

While 
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While  clofe  behind  advanc'd  the  thund'ring  foe : 
Some  leap  down  headlong  to  the  trench  below; 
Some  with  loofe  reins,  abandon'd  to  their  fate, 
Spurr'd  their  impetuous  fteeds  againil  the  gate.      1245 
But,  when  Camilla's  corfe  appear'd  in  view, 
Warm'd  by  their  country's  love,  the  women  flew. 
And  from  the  walls  a  ftorm  of  jav'lins  threw. 
With  harden'd  clubs  th'  advancing  foe  they  dare. 
And  with  tough  ftaves  repel  the  riling  war.  1250 

Fierce  they  rufh  on :  they  glow  with  martial  fire. 
And  for  their  native  walls  with  joy  and  pride  expire. 

Meanwhile  to  Turnus,  ambulh'd  in  the  fhade. 
The  careful  nymph  the  difmal  news  convey'd  ; 
That  in  the  fight  the  Volfcian  queen  was  flain  ;      1255 
That  the  proud  foe  purfu'd  the  vanquiili'd  train. 
Who,  llurti'd  with  full  fuccefs,  rufh'd  furious  on. 
And  fpread  the  growing  terror  to  the  town. 
The  chief,  (for  fo  his  adverfe  fates  requir'd !) 
Struck  with  the  tidings,  and  with  anger  fir'd,        1 269 
AH  headlong  leaves  the  guarded  hills  again ; 
But  fcarce  defcended  to  the  fubjedt  plain. 
Ere  the  great  Trojan  feiz'd  the  vacant  road, 
Climb'd  the  tall  hill,  and  ilTu'd  from  the  wood. 

By  the  black  clouds  of  dull,  ^neas  found  1 265 

The  Latian  hoft  embattled  v.ide  around : 
And  Turnus  knew  the  Dardan  chief  was  near. 
From  the  loud  (houts,  that  thicken 'd  on  his  ear; 
Perceiv'd  the  footfteps  of  the  trampling  foe. 
And  heard  diilinft  the  fiery  courfers  blow.  1 270 

Soon 
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Soon  had  the  heroes  join'd  the  horrid  fight; 
But  now  the  fun  roli'd  down  the  rripid  Hght ; 
And  phuig'd,  beneath  the  red  Iberian  fea. 
The  panting  ileeds  that  drew  tiie  burning  day. 
Befbi'-  the  city,  camp  th'  impatient  pow'rs ;  1275 

Thefe  to  defend  ;  and  thofe  to  llorm  the  tow'rs. 
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Turnus  challenges  /^neas  to  a  fingle  combat.  Articles 
are  agreed  on,  but  broken  by  the  Rutulians,  who 
wound  ^ncas.  He  is  miraculouHv  cured  by  \'enus, 
and  forces  Turnus  to  a  duel ;  with  whofe  death  the 
poem  concludes. 
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TT  THEN  Turnus  faw  the  Latians,  in  defpair, 

^  "      Sink  with  the  weight  of  unfuccelsful  war, 
Himfelf  the  objctt  of  the  public  fpite 
Mark'd  out,  and  fuinmon'd  to  the  promis'd  fight ; 
The  furious  prince  the  lingle  combat  claims,  5 

And  confcious  courage  fcts  his  foul  in  flames. 

As,  pierc'd  at  diftance  by  the  hunter's  dart. 
The  Libyan  lion  roufes  at  the  fmart ; 
And  loudly  roaring  traverfes  the  plain ; 
Scourges  his  lides;  and  rears  his  horrid  mane  j  lo 

Tugs  furious  at  the  fpear ;  the  foe  deiies ; 
And  grinds  his  teeth  for  rage,  and  to  the  combat  flies: 
So  llorm'd  proud  Turnus ;  and  in  wrathful  Ib-ain, 
Thu:;  to  the  king  th'  impetuous  chief  began  : 
Wht-'re  is  this  Trojan  foe,  fo  bold  and  brave?  15 

Would  he  retradl  the  challenge  that  he  gave  ? 
My  foal  can  brook  no  more  delays ;  I  yield 
To  his  owr^  terms,  and  dare  him  to  the  field. 
Renew  the  truce,  perform  the  facred  rite  ; 
This  hour,  this  moment,  I  demand  the  fight.  zo 

This  hand  fliall  wipe  our  late  difgrace  away 
^Our  hofts  may  fit  fpeflators  of  the  day  !^ 

This 
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This  trufty  r.vord  the  daftard  (hall  deftroy. 

And  plunge  to  hell  that  fugitive  of  Troy. 

If  not — I'll  own  him  vi6lor  of  the  war,  25 

And  to  his  arms  refign  the  royal  fair. 

So  fpoke  the  furious  prince,  with  fcornful  pride. 
The  king  with  mild  benevolence  reply'd : 
The  more,  brave  youth,  thy  try'd,  dillingailh'd  might 
And  valour  drive  thee  headlong  to  the  fight,  30 

The  more  it  fhould  concern  our  royal  care. 
To  weigh  the  perils  and  events  of  war; 
This  fond  and  youthful  ardor  too  afTwage 
With  the  cool  caution  of  confid'rate  age. 
How  many  vanqaiih'd  cities  are  thy  own,  35 

Befides  a  fair  hereditary  throne  ! 
Me  too  thefe  wealthy  warlike  lands  obey  :— 
Thus  both  m.iy  reign  with  independent  fway. 
Our  realm,  brave  Turnus,  other  vLi-gins  grace. 
Of  blooming  features,  and  illullrious  race.  40 

Then  undifguis'd,  this  truth  with  patience  hear, 
Thoup-h  harfh  and  wounding  to  a  lover's  ear. 
All  powVs  forbid,  the  human  and  divine. 
To  match  our  daughter  in  the  Latian  line. 
Won  by  thy  birth,  my  confort's  tears  and  cries,        45 
And  my  own  love,  I  broke  all  facred  ties; 
Robb'd  the  great  Trojan  of  the  plighted  fair ; 
Then  flew  to  arms,  and  wag'd  an  impious  war. 
From  that  dire  fource  to  tell  what  mifchiefs  flow. 
Would  be  to  mention,  what  too  v/eil  you  know:        50 
Fights,  deaths,  defeats  that  fpeak  the  wrath  divine; 
Where  all  the  fad  pre-emicuce  is  thine. 

In, 
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In  two  fierce  battles  routed  and  o'erthrovvn. 

Scarce  our  lafl:  hopes  are  (helter'd  in  the  town : 

Huge  heaps  of  bones  ftill  whiten  all  the  fhore,  55 

And  the  full  ftreams  of  Tyber  fmoke  with  gore. 

Where  am  I  borne,  irrefolute  and  blind  ? 

What  changeful  phrenfy  turns  my  wav'ring  mind? 

If,  on  thy  death,  the  Trojan  is  my  friend. 

Sure  in  thy  hfe  the  ftern  debate  may  end  !  60 

How  would  all  Italy  my  name  difgrace  I 

How  all  my  kindred  of  thy  royal  race  I 

Shouldfl  thou  (which  heav'n  avert!)  by  me  be  led 

To  death,  the  viftim  of  my  daughter's  bed  !) 

If  I  fhould  haften  to  fo  fad  an  end  65 

My  child's  fond  lover,  and  my  gen'rous  friend ! 

Think  on  the  turns  of  fate,  and  chance  of  wars ; 

Pity  thy  rev'rend  father's  filver  hairs. 

Who  mourns  thy  abfence  in  thy  native  town. 

Nor  knows  the  danger  of  fo  dear  a  fon !  70 

But  no  fuccefs  thefe  warm  intreaties  found  : 
The  proifer'd  med'cine  but  inflam'd  the  wound. 
Scarce  cou'd  he  fpeak  for  rage,  difdain,  and  pride. 
But  thus  at  length  the  fiery  youth  reply'd  : 
O  beft  of  fathers !  all  this  needlefs  care  75 

For  Turnus'  life,  at  his  requeft,  forbear. 
Life  is  a  trifle  I  with  fcorn  difclaim. 
For  the  bright  purchafe  of  immortal  fame. 
This  hand,  thefe  weapons  too,  are  fatal  found; 
And  the  blood  flies,  where  Turnus  deals  the  wound.  80 
Nor  in  this  combat  fiiall  his  mother  fhroud 
The  recreant  Trojan  in  an  airy  cloud. 

Vol.  LIII.  Z  Nor 
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Nor  fhield  the  coward  with  her  aid  divine : — 
This  day,  ye  gods !   this  glorious  day,  is  mine. 

But  now  the  frantic  qvieen,  on  thefe  alarms,  85 

Half-dead  with  fear,  hung  trembling  on  his  arms : 
Oh  I  grant  me,  Turnus,  grant  this  one  requell ; 
If  ever  love  or  rev'rence  touch'd  thy  breall 
For  loll  Amata,  to  thefe  forrows  yield  1 
Nor  meet  thy  rival  in  the  fatal  field.  go 

Regard,  dear  youth,  regard  my  flreaming  tears, 
I'hou  only  prop  of  my  declining  years  I 
Our  fmking  houfe  relies  on  thee  alone ; 
On  thee,  our  fame,  our  empire,  and  the  throne. 
In  thy  misfortune  muft  Amata  join ;  95 

Her  fate  and  welfare  are  involv'd  in  thine. 
With  thee  to  death,  for  refuge,  will  I  run. 
Nor  live  a  captive  to  a  Trojan  fon. 

With  pity  touch'd,  the  fair  Lavinia  hears 
Her  mother's  cries,  and  anfwers  with  her  tears.       100 
A  lovely  blufh  the  modeft  virgin  warms. 
Glows  in  her  cheek,  and  lights  up  all  her  charms. 
So  looks  the  beauteous  iv'ry,  ftain'd  with  red : 
So  rofes,  mixt  with  lillies  in  the  bed. 
Blend  their  rich  hues  — Then,  gazing  on  the  fair,    105 
The  hero  rag'd,  more  eager  for  the  war. 
And  thus — O  royal  mother  1  ceafe  your  fears. 
Nor  fend  me  to  the  fight  with  boding  tears. 
'Tis  not  in  me,  if  heav'n  has  fixt  my  date. 
To  check  th*  unalterable  courfe  of  fate.  1 10 

Go,  faithful  herald,  go  !  and  inftant  bear 
This  dreaded  meffagc  to  the  Phrygian's  ear  : 

Soon 
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Soon  as  Aurora's  rays  tlie  mountain  gild. 
He  need  not  lead  his  forces  to  the  lit-Id : 
Our  fmgle  valour  fhall  difpute  the  day  115 

(The  hofts  in  peace  the  combat  fhall  furvey). 
Thus  ftiall  his  death  or  mine  the  war  decide. 
And  tile  proud  vidor  gain  the  royal  bride. 

He  faid ;  and  fiirious  to  the  palace  fpeeds ; 
There,  at  his  call,  rufn  forth  the  fiery  fteeds,  120 

Of  matchlefs  fpirit,  and  immortal  kiivi, 
White  as  the  fnow,  and  fwifter  than  the  wind. 
Of  old,  to  great  Filumnus,  bold  and  brave. 
The  fires  of  tliefe  Eredlheus'  daughter  gave. 
Before  their  lord  the  gcn'rous  courfers  bound,  i  z^ 

Neigh,  foam,  and  fly,  and  paw  the  trembling  ground ; 
The  grooms  with  combs  their  flowing  manes  divide. 
And  gently  ftroke  their  chells,  and  footh  their  noble  pride. 

Meantime  the  hero  drevv  his  armour  on  ; 
With  gold  and  burniili'd  brafs  the  cuirafs  flione.       1 30 
The  glitt'ring  helmet,  next  his  temple  fpread  ; 
The  crimfon  creft  plays  dreadful  o'er  his  head ; 
He  grafps  th.e  pond'rous  fhield,  and  flaming  blade. 
The  fword  that  Vulcan  for  his  father  made. 
Of  matchlefs  temper;  which  the  fiery  god  135 

Had  plung'd  red-hifllng  in  the  Stygian  flood. 
Laft  the  bright  fpear  he  feiz'd,  large,  ftrong,  and  tall, 
Propp'd  on  a  column  'midft  the  lofty  hall ; 
The  mighty  Adlor's  fpoil.     The  hero  fliook 
The  beamy  jav'lin ;  and  with  fury  fpoke  :  I40 

My  trail)'  fpear,  llLll  faithful  to  my  hand  ! 
Still  wing'd  with  death,  to  anfwer  my  command: 

Z  2  Which 
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Which  once  brave  Aflor's  arm  was  wont  to  wield  ! 

And  mine  now  throvVJ ;  the  terror  of  the  field  I 

In  this  great  moment  fly,  nor  fly  in  vain,  145 

But  ftretch  yon  Phrygian  eunuch  on  the  plain  : 

Oh  !  give  me,  through  his  heart  thy  point  to  thruft. 

And  foil  his  fcented  trefl'es  in  the  duft:. 

The  colli y  cuirafs  from  his  breaft  to  tear, 

And  by  one  noble  ftroke  to  terminate  the  war  I        150 

Thus,  fir'd  with  fury,  to  the  fight  he  flies  ; 
Keen  flafli  the  flames,  and  lighten  from  his  eyes. 
So  the  fierce  bull,  coUedled  in  his  might. 
Roars  for  his  rival,  and  demands  the  fight  j 
Impatient  for  the  war,  with  fury  burns,  1 5  5 

And  tries  on  every  tree  his  angry  horns ; 
Bends  his  ftern  brows,  and  puflies  at  the  air ; 
And  paws  the  fl>nng  fands,  the  prelude  of  the  war. 

As  fierce  and  eager  for  the  dire  alarms. 
The  Trojan  blazes  in  celefl:ial  arms ;  160 

To  meet  his  rival  in  the  field  prepares, 
Pleas'd  with  the  fight  to  terminate  the  wars. 
He  fets  his  forro\ving  friends  and  fon  at  eafe ; 
Expounds  the  Fates'  unchangerible  decrees; 
Andinfl;ant  bids  the  mt-flengerb  report  165 

The  terms  of  combat  to  the  Latian  court. 

Scarce  had  the  morn  (all  beauteous  to  behold!) 
Tipt  the  blue  mountains  with  a  gleam  of  gold ; 
The  fun's  fierce  fleeds,  high-bounding  o'er  the  fea. 
From  their  wide  nofl:rils  fnort  the  beams  of  day ;      170 
When  for  the  chiefs  they  d'-ew  a  line  around. 
And  in  jull  limits  dofe  the  liiled  ground : 

Then 
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Then  verdant  altars  raife  to  all  the  pow'rs 

Of  earth  or  heav'n,  whom  either  holl  adores. 

In  linen  robes,  with  vervain  crown'd,  they  bring    175 

The  facred  fire,  and  water  from  the  fpring. 

Here,  with  bright  lances,  all  the  Aufonian  train 
Pour  through  the  op'ning  portals  to  th'  plain : 
The  Trojans  there,  and  Tufcans  in  array. 
And  ranks  embattled  bend  their  eager  way,  1 80 

Amid  the  thoufands  with  a  grace  divine. 
In  gold  and  purple  gay,  the  leaders  fhine. 
Here,  tow'ring  o'er  the  troops  Afylas  ii:ood; 
Great  Mnellheus  there,  of  Troy's  imperial  blood; 
There,  brave  Meffapus,  of  immortal  ftrain,  185 

Sprung  from  the  mighty  monarch  of  the  main. 
The  fign  now  giv'n  through  each  impatient  holt. 
Each  chief  retires  to  his  appointed  polt. 
At  eafe  the  fo'diers  fall  their  pond'rous  (hields. 
And  pitch  their  idle  jav'lins  in  the  fields.  190 

Old  fires  and  matrons,  with  the  vulgar  throng, 
J.ean'd  o'er  the  walls,  ard  from  the  turrets  hung, 
\^'ith  longing  eyes  the  great  event  they  wait. 
And  crouds  on  crouds  prefs  forward  through  the  gate. 

But  from  the  fam'd  Albano's  ihady  brows,  195 

(Though  then  without  a  name  the  mountain  rofe) 
The  queen  of  heav'n  the  Latian  town  beheld,  . 
The  hofts  embattled,  and  the  crouded  field. 
Then  to  brave  Turnus'  fifter,  who  prefides 
O'er  lakes  and  ftreams,  and  awes  the  roaring  tides,  200 
(On  the  fair  nym.ph,  that  province  was  belcow'd 
i'cr  her  loft  honour,  by  the  thund'ring  god) 

'    Z  3  Her 
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Her  fenrs  the  goddefs  of  the  fkies  exprefs'd; 
And  thus  t]\e  regent  of  the  floods  addrefs'd : 

Queen  of  the  fuunts  nnd  ftreams,  and  far  above  205 
The  race  of  Latian  nymphs  in  Juno's  love, 
Thofe  nymphs,  who,  hy  my  wand'ring  lord  miAed, 
Prefum'd  to  mount  our  own  imperial  bed; 
Yet  thee  I  fufFer"d  in  his  grace  to  rife. 
And  lliare  th'  immortal  honours  of  the  flcies.  21a 

With  deep  concern  fad  tidings  muft  I  bear. 
What  I  niuft  grieve  to  fpeak,  and  you  to  hear. 
The  Latian  ftate  and  'I'urnus,  in  the  war. 
While  fortune  favour'd,  were  my  conftant  care, 
Now  \v3  inevitable  hour  draws  nigh  ;  215 

On  terms  unequal  is  he  doom'd  to  die. 
But  from  the  fatal  field,  th'  appointed  fight, 
Lo  !   I  retire  ;  nor  can  I  hear  the  light. 
If  thou  can'lt  fave  him  yet  from  death,  defcend  : 
Some  better  fate  thy  efforts  may  attend ;  220 

Fly^and  exert  the  fuler  and  the  friend. 
She  faid  ;  juturna  wept,  by  grief  oppreft. 
Thrice  tore  her  hair,  and  bt.'at  her  iv'ry  breaft. 

Fly,  Juno  cries,  and  flop  the  dire  debate. 
Fly,  fly.  and  fnatch  him,  if  you  can,  from  fate.     225 
Nor  waftc  the  hours  in  tears,  and  vain  deipair ; 
Break,  break  the  truce,  and  wake  the  llumb'ring  war. 
On  me  difcharge  the  crime. — The  goddefs  faid ; 
And  left  involv'd  in  doubts  the  mournful  maid. 

Now  came  the  kings :  four  flately  courfers  bear,  ^30 
In*ijioinp,  the  I.atian  lord's  imperial  car. 

Twelve 
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Twelve  golden  rays  around  his  temple  flione. 

To  mark  his  glorious  lineage  from  the  fun. 

Young  Turnus  next  appear'd ;  two  fpears  he  held. 

And  two  white  courfers  drew  him  to  the  field.  235 

iEneas  then  advanc'd,  with  grace  divine, 

Th'  illuftrious  father  of  the  Roman  line; 

High  in  his  hand  the  Harry  buckler  rais'd ; 

And  in  immortal  arms  tlie  hero  blaz'd. 

With  him  his  fon  Afcanius  took  his  place,  240 

The  fecond  hope  of  Rome's  majeftic  race. 

Slow  the  proceffion  moves :  the  facred  prieft 

Stood  by  his  altar,  in  the  linen  veil; 

A  tender  lamb  for  facrifice  preferr'd. 

And  a  young  viftim  from  the  bnflly  herd.  245 

They  turn  their  faces  to  the  dawning  day; 

The  faked  cakes  with  folemn  rev'rence  pay ; 

The  vidlims  fign'd;  the  foremoU:  hairs  they  drew. 

And  on  the  hearth  the  firft  libation,?  threw. 

Then  the  great  Trojaa  prince  unfheath'd  his  fword,  250 

And  thus  with  lifted  hands  the  gods  ador'd. 

Thou  land,  for  which  I  wage  the  war,  and  thou. 
Great  fource  of  day,  be  witnefs  to  my  vowl 
Almighty  king  of  heav'n,  and  queen  of  air 
(Propitious  now,  and  reconcil'd  by  pray'r)  ;  255 

Thou  Mars,  inthron'd  on  great  Olympus'  height. 
Lord  of  the  field,  and  mailer  of  the  fight ; 
Ye  fprings,  ye  floods,  ye  various  pow'rs  who  lie 
Beneath  the  deeps,  or  tread  the  golden  fky; 
Hear,  and  attefl: !  if,  viflor  in  the  fray,  260 

The  Daunlan  leader  gains  the  glorious  day, 

Z4  "  My 
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My  fon  his  claim  of  empire  (hall  relcafe  ; 

My  Trojan  fubjeiits  fhall  depart  in  peace. 

But  fliould  tlie  conqudl  prove  my  happy  lot, 

(For  fo  I  think,  and  heav'n  confirm  the  thought !)  265 

The  Latians  never  (hall  my  rule  obey; 

Already  I  difclaiin  th'  imperial  f^'ay. 

From  fight  let  each  unconquer'd  nation  ceafe. 

And  join  in  leagues  of  everlafting  peace. 

To  king  Latinus  I  refign  the  care,  270 

The  pomp  of  Hate,  with  all  concerns  of  war. 

And  ev'ry  regal  claim  : — the  rites  divine. 

And  the  religious  province,  (hall  be  mine. 

For  me  my  Trojan  friends  a  town  (hall  frame. 

And  grace  the  fow'rs  with  fair  Lavinia's  name.       27^ 

Thus  he.     Then  pid  Latinus  lifts  his  eyes. 
And  his  right  hand,  with  rev'rence,  to  the  (kies. 
By  the  fame  path,  by  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  main. 
And  all  the  pow'rs,  that  all  the  three  contain  ; 
Latona's  twins,  that  grace  the  bright  abode;  280 

Janus,  the  mighty,  double-fronted  god  1 
Th'  iiifernal  monarch,  and  the  fiends  below. 
And  Jove,  whofe  bolts  avenge  the  broken  vow  ! 
To  fandtify  my  word,  behold  !   I  (land. 
And  on  thefe  ha'Iow'd  altars  lay  my  hand  :  285 

Whate'er  enfues,  misfortune  or  fuccefs. 
No  time  fliall  break  this  folemn  league  of  peace. 
Nor  (hake  my  purpofe  ;  but  intire,  and  whole, 
I'll  keep  the  facred  tenor  of  my  foul ; 
No  art  (hall  win  me,  and  no  pow'r  compel ;  290 

Not,  though  tlie  golden  (kies  ihould  plunge  to  hell ; 

Ypn 
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Yon  ftarry  fplendors  from  their  fpheres  fhpuld  fall. 
And  ocean  fpread  his  waters  o'er  the  ball, 
firm  is  the  fword,  and  fare  the  oath  I  fwore ; 
Sure,  as  this  fceptre  ne'er  fhail  flouriih  more  ;  295 

No  more  its  verdant  honours  fhall  renew, 
Lopt  from  the  mother-tree  where  once  it  grew  ; 
Now  by  the  artifi's  hand  adorn 'd  with  brafs. 
And  worn  fucceffive  by  our  regal  race  ! 

The  princes  thus  the  foleran  compaft  bound         300 
By  mutual  oaths,  wi"h  all  the  peers  around. 
The  prieits  before  the  fires  the  victims  fiay ; 
Eager  the  fmoking  entrails  rend  away  ; 
And,  on  the  altars  rang'd,  the  loaded  chargers  lay 

But  the  Rutulians  griev'd,  by  fears  opprell,         305 
And  various  tumults  work'd  in  ev'ry  brcall. 
Long  iince  they  faw  their  prince  o'er-match'd  in  might. 
And  curs'd  the  terms  of  fuch  unequal  fight. 
Their  dread  increafes,  as  the  chiefs  draw  near. 
And  Turnus'  looks  augment  the  gen'ral  fear.  310 

Trembling,  aghaft,  he  moves  with  filent  pace  : 
A  deadly  palenefs  fpreads  o'er  all  his  face. 
Clofe  by  the  altar's  fide,  in  care  profound. 
His  penfive  eyes  he  fixt  upon  the  ground. 

Soon  as  the  filler  faw  the  giddy  croud  3 1 5 

Had  chang'd  their  minds,  and  fpoke  their  fears  aloud  j 
In  great  Camertes'  form,  of  high  renown 
For  birth,  his  father's  valour  and  his  own. 
Her  flight  araidll  the  murm'ring  bands  fhe  took, 
inflam'd  their  rage,  and  thus,  the  holt  befpoke  :      320 

What 
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What  (hame,  Rutulians,  valiant  as  we  are. 
On  one  to  lay  the  whole  fuccefs  of  war  ! 
Behold  the  utmofl  force  the  foe  can  boaft. 
The  few  poor  relicks  of  their  fhatter'd  hoft.  324, 

Heav'ns  ! — can  we  fhrink  from  fuch  a  {lender  pow'r  ! 
Are  not  our  men  the  fame  ?  our  numbers  more  : 
Should  our  whole  army  to  the  fight  repair. 
Scarce  all  their  troops  would  half  employ  our  war  ! 
'Tis  true,  your  hero  to  the  gods  fhall  rife, 
A  felf-devoted  viiEHm  to  the  fkies.  3  30 

Yet  the  brave  chief  eternal  praife  fliall  claim. 
Arid  live  for  ever  in  a  length  of  fume  : 
While  we,  O  (hame  I  a  bafe  degen'iate  hoft 
Look  tamely  on,  and  fee  our  country  loft  ! 
Stretch  our  vile  hands  to  fervitude  abhorr'd,  335 

And  court  the  bondage  of  a  foreign  lord  ! 

This  fiery  fpeech  inflam'd  the  liirning  train  ; 
Through  all  the  hoft  the  gath'ring  murmur  ran. 
Now  chang'd,  the  Latians  wifh  for  peace  no  more. 
But  long  to  break  the  league  they  fought  before.     340 
They  pity  Turnus'  fortune,  and  prepare 
With  eager  ardor  to  renew  the  war. 

His  filler  fent  (the  tumult  to  improve) 
A  falfe  delufive  om.en  from  above. 
In  pomp  a  tow'ring  eagle  foars  on  high,  345 

And  fudden,  fhooting  from  th'  ethereal  fky. 
Drives  a  vaft  flock  of  w?.t°ry  fowL  before. 
On  founding  wings,  along  the  winding  fhore ; 
Then,  where  the  f!oods  in  foft  m.eanders  ran, 
In  his  huge  talons  trufs'd  a  ulvcr  fv/an.  3i;o 
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Th'  aftonifti'd  Latlan  band?  in  courage  rife. 

When  lo  I  the  flock  (more  wond'rous  to  theL-  eves) 

Turn,  and  purfae  the  viflor  through  the  fkies, 

Preft  by  the  foe,  iricumber'd  with  the  prey. 

He  drops  the  prize,  and  wings  th'  aerial  way  ;        3 -^ 

With  fhouts  the  Latians  hail  th'  aufpicious  fight, 

Range  all  their  troops,  and  haften  to  the  fight. 

'Tis  what  I  wiih'd,  the  long-expe£lcd  fign, 
(Tolumnius  cry'd)  I  thank  the  pow'rs  diWne. 
Riie,  ibliow  me,  my  friends,  your  aid  fupply,         ?6o 
Forc'd  by  the  foe,  like  yonder  birds  to  fly ; 
While  through  your  wafted  fhores  the  viftor  Aveeps  ; 
Who  now  iliall  foon  rufli  headlong  to  the  deeps. 
Halle  ;  fave  your  leader  from  the  fatal  fray ; 
Clofe,  clofe  your  ranks;  engage;  and  win  the  day.  -:6j 

He  faid  ;  fprung  forth ;  and  'midft  the  Trojans  threw 
His  furious  dart,  that  whiilled  as  it  flew. 
Tumultuous  fhouts  purfue  the  parting  fpear. 
And  all  now  grow  more  eager  for  the  war. 

Nine  brave  Arcadians  at  their  fquadrons  head,     ^-o 
Gihppus'  offspring  by  a  Tufcan  bed. 
Shone  in  the  front ;  the  fpear  impetuous  flsw 
Amidit  the  brothers,  and  the  youngeft  flew ; 
A  lovely  blooming  youth  ;  with  fury  call, 
Beneath  the  belt  the  fteely  jav'lin  paft,  ^-c 

Transfix'd  the  ftripling  with  a  deadly  wound. 
And  ftretch'd  liim  pale  and  gafping  on  the  ground. 
AH  fir'd  with  vengeance  for  their  brother  flain. 
Fierce  to  the  combat  ?.y  the  martial  train. 


348  PITT'S    POEMS. 

Some  draw  the  glitt'ring  Avoid,  and  feme  advance  380 

With  the  broad  fpear,  and  fliake  the  flaming  lance. 

With  equal  fpeed,  their  ardor  to  oppofe. 
Pour  forth  in  endlefs  tides  the  Latian  foes. 
As  fvvifc  th'  Arcadian  troops,  with  fculptur'd  fhlelds, 
Ruiird  on  with  Troy,  and  delug'd  all  the  fields.      385 
Strait  to  their  enfigns  the  bold  bands  repair. 
Impatient  to  decide  the  great  event  by  war. 

The  madding  croud  the  facred  rites  confound ; 
Stiip  tlie  bright  altars  ;  tofs  the  fires  around  ; 
And  feize  the  goblets :  v>hile  the  jav'lins  fly  390 

In  iron  ftorms,  and  tempeft  all  the  flcy. 
The  good  old  king,  afi^righted,  from  the  plain 
Bears  back  his  violated  gods  again. 
Some  yoke  the  courfers  to  the  car  wiih  fpced. 
Some  vault,  impetuous,  on  the  fiorting  Heed.  395 

Some  to  the  field  the  kindling  troops  excite. 
Draw  their  bright  fwords,  and  headlong  rufli  to  fight. 

Eager  to  break  the  peace,  with  all  his  force. 
The  fierce  iVIeflapus  fpurr'd  his  thund'ring  horfc 
Full  on  Auleftes,  with  a  furious  fpring,  400 

Who  wore  the  royal  enfigns  of  a  king  : 
O'er  the  high  altars  as  the  chief  gave  way. 
Headlong  he  plung'd  in  dull,  and  grov'ling  lay. 
There  at  his  length,  extended  on  the  plain. 
He  pleads  for  mercy  ;  but  he  pleads  in  vain  !  405 

Th'  impetuous  viclor  flew  with  rapid  fpeed. 
Shook  his  huge  fpear,  and,  bending  from  the  ftccd, 
Transfixt  the  monarch ;  then,  infulting,  cries; 
He  bleeds  ! — this  v;<5tim  fure  mull  pleafc  the  flcies ! 

'Ihe 
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The  joyful  Latians,  eager  for  the  prey,  ^lo 

Strip  the  warm  corfe,  and  bear  the  Ipoils  away. 

Then,  a?  the  mighty  Ebafus  drew  near. 

And  at  bold  Chorinsus  fhook  the  fpear. 

He  rufh'd  againll:  him  with  a  furious  pace, 

Snatch'd  a  red  brand,  and  dafh'd  it  on  his  face.      41 5 

Through  ambient  air  a  noifome  fcent  expires. 

As  the  long  beard  fhrunk  crackling  in  the  fires. 

Stunn'd  as  he  rtood  with  fudden  darknefs  round. 

The  raging  viiStor  drags  him  to  the  ground ; 

Then  feiz'd  his  locks ;  his  forceful  knee  apply'd,     42* 

And  plung'd  the  vengeful  faulchion  in  his  fide. 

From  Podalirius,  eager  to  purfue. 
Through  the  firft  ranks,  the  (hepherd  Alfus  fiew; 
Then  turn'd,  and,  with  his  axe  defc^nding  full. 
Cleaves  at  one  dreadful  ftroke  his  fliatter'd  fkull.     425 
With  blood  and  brains  his  arms  are  cover'd  o'er; 
The  thirfly  fands  are  drench'd  with  ftreams  of  gore. 
An  iron  fleep  came  fwimming  o'er  his  Hght, 
And  wrapt  the  warrior  in  eternal  night. 

But  the  juiT:  Trojan  prince,  amidll  the  band,       439 
Without  his  helmet  rufh'd,  and  ftretch'd  his  hand  : 
Whither,  my  friends,  ah  1  whither  wou'd  you  run  ? 
The  terms  ftand  fixt;  the  combat  is  my  own. 
Difinifs  your  fears ;  nor  my  revenge  purfue ; 
For  Turnus,  Turnus  is  your  gen'ral's  due.  435 

That  victim,  thefe  religious  rites  demand. 
Already  facred  to  this  conqu'ring  hand. 

While  yet  he  fpcke  ;  loud-hiffing  through  the  fkies. 
With  thirfty  rage,  a  feather'd  arrow  flies ; 

And 
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And  reach'd  the  hero  vvith  a  certain  aim ;  4^0 

But  from  what  hand,  was  never  told  by  fame. 

None  kne\'.',  what  fortune,  or  affifnng  god. 

So  proud  a  triumph  on  the  foe  bertow'd. 

Nor  one  in  all  the  mighty  hoft  was  found. 

Who  claira'd  the  merit  of  fo  bafe  a  wound.  445 

The  chiefs  ailonifh'd,  Turnus  now  beheld. 
And  the  brave  prince  retiring  from  tlie  field : 
High  hopes  of  conquell;  in  his  bofom  rife ; 
Strait  for  his  courfers,  and  his  arms,  he  cries; 
Vaults,  with  a  furious  bound,  into  the  car,  450 

Shakes  the  loofe  reins,  and  ru(hes  to  the  war. 
Raging  he  fpreads  the  growing  flaughter  round  : 
Some  foes  expire  ;  fome  welter  on  the  ground  : 
Some  fly-^in  vain  !  for,  fwifter  than  the  wind, 
ilis  winged  lance  arrefts  'em  from  behind.  455 

Fierce  o'er  tiie  proilrate  foes  the  hero  rolls 
His  whirling  wheeb,  and  crufhes  out  their  fouls. 

As  v/hen  on  Hebrus'  banks  the  god  of  war 
Flies  to  the  combat  on  his  rattling  car  ; 
Frowns,  fhouts,  and,  clalhing  on  his  dreadful  fhieid,  460 
-Lafhes  his  fiery  courfers  to  the  field ; 
The  fleeds  devour  the  ground,  out-flrip  the  wind. 
And  leave  the  pinions  of  the  florm  behind  : 
Thrace  feels  thro'  all  lier  realms  tlieir  furious  courfe. 
Shook  by  the  pi-ancings  of  die  thund'ring  horfe  ;     465 
Fear,  Fraud,  and  Force,  and  Flight,  a  ghaftly  train 
Of  horrid  fiends,  attend  him  to  the  plain. 
So  drove  llern  Turnus  with  refiftlefs  might. 
His  fmoking  courfers  o'er  the  field  of  fight ; 

Their 
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Their  rapid  hoofs  through  heaps  of  carnage  tore ;  470 
Phing'd  deep  into  the  fands,  diltain'd  with  gore; 
O'er  piles  of  dead  and  dying  warriors  bound. 
And,  as  they  fly,  they  da(h  the  bloody  dull  around. 

Now  haplefs  Thamyris  and  Phclus  fell. 
And  now  he  fent  bold  Sthenelus  to  hell.  475 

Thefe,  hand  to  hand,  he  flew,  approaching  near; 
The  laft,  at  diftance,  with  his  pointed  fpear : 
At  dirtance  both  th'  ImbraJidas  expire, 
Train'd  in  fair  Ljxia,  by  their  valiant  fire : 
In  clofer  fight,  the  dauntlefs  warriors  join'd ;  48a 

Or  diftanc'd  with  their  fteeds  the  winged  wind. 

There  with  high  vaunts  ruih'd  proud  Eumedes  on, 
Foredooin'd  to  fate,  ambitious  Doloii's  fon. 
B.ife  as  his  father,  with  his  grandfire's  name. 
The  recreant  foldier  fought  the  field  of  fame,  485 

But  with  the  lucklefs  fortune  of  his  fire. 
Who  claim'd  Pelides'  courfers  for  his  hire. 
When  fent  the  Grecian  army  to  explore ; 
Vain  fool !  he  ventui-'d,  but  return'd  no  more; 
Slain  by  Tydides'  hand,  refign'd  his  breath,  490 

And  (har'd  a  jufter  recompence  in  death  1 
Him  when  the  Daunian  hero  fpy'd  from  far, 
Tirll;  a  light  dart  he  launch'd  in  open  air. 
Stops  the  fleet  fleeds,  and,  furious,  quits  the  car; 
Stood  o'er  the  Trojan,  proftrate  as  he  lay,  495 

Trod  on  his  neck,  and  wrench'd  the  fword  away. 
Then  through  his  throat  the  deadly  faulchion  thruft. 
And  thu^  infults  him  grov'ling  in  the  dufl: 

Lie 
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Lie  there  !  poflefs  the  land  thy  valour  gains  ! 

And  meafure,  at  thy  length,  our  Latian  plains  !     500 

Such,  fuch  deferv'd  rewards  I  ftill  beflow. 

When  call'd  to  battle,  on  the  vaunting  foe ; 

Thus  may  you  build  your  town,  and  thus  enjoy 

Thefe  realms,  ye  proud  prefumptuous  fons  of  Troy ! 

Next,  by  his  flying  fpear  Albutes  bled  :  505 

A  fecond  lance  laid  mighty  CUoerus  dead. 
In  Dares'  breafl  he  plung'd  the  pointed  fteel. 
And  feat  the  bold  Therfilochu;  to  hell : 
Then  pierc'd  Thymoetes  with  a  fatal  wound, 
Whofe  flound'ring  fteed  had  caft  him  to  the  ground.  510 
As  o'er  th'  ^gean  deeps  v\hen  Boreas  roars. 
And  rolls  the  waves  tumultuous  to  the  Ihores, 
The  driving  clouds  before  the  whirlwind  fly. 
And  break,  and  fcatter,  through  the  rufiled  fky : 
So  where  bold  Turnus  rufli'd,  inflam'd  with  ire,      515 
Their  orders  fcatter,  and  whole  hofts  retire. 
Whirl'd  on  his  rapid  car,  the  hero  gains 
New  rage,  new  vigour,  as  he  fweeps  the  plains. 
High  o'er  his  helm  his  crimfon  crell,  inclin'd 
By  ev'ry  breatli,  nods  dreadful  in  the  wind.  529 

No  more,  in  proud  difdain,  cou'd  Phegeus  bear 
To  fee  the  hero  rule  the  tide  of  war ; 
But,  ralhly  furious,  to  the  car  proceeds, 
Sciz'd  the  loofe  reins,  and  turn'd  the  flying  fteeds. 
Him,  as  fufpended  on  the  yoke  he  hung,  525 

By  the  fvift  chariot  dragg'd  in  dull  along. 
Through  the  bor'd  corflet,  the  fharp  jav'Iin  found. 
And  rais'd  the  warrior  with  a  flender  wound. 

Yet 
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Yet  with  his  Ihield  oppos'd  he  dares  the  blew. 

And  with  his  brandiih'd  fword  afTauks  the  foe.         530 

The  whirling  wheels,  with  fiery  fpeed  impeil'd. 

Soon  fhoot  him  headlong  on  the  fanguine  held. 

Swift  Turnus  follow'd;  and  his  faulchion  drew; 

Between  the  cuirafs  and  the  head  it  flew : 

The  gufhing  blood  diilains  the  fands  around,  535 

And  the  pale  trunk  lay  grov'Iing  on  the  ground. 

Thus  while  the  conqu'ring  chief  his  progrefs  held, 
Rag'd,  ftorm'd,  and  reign'd  the  mailer  of  the  field; 
Achates,  Mneftheus,  and  the  royal  heir, 
Attend  the  Trojan  prince  with  duteous  care,  54.0 

( As  propt,  and  leaning  on  the  fpear,  he  went) ; 
And  plac'd  the  bleeding  hero  in  the  tent. 
The  fleel,  deep-rivtted,  with  eager  hands 
He  tugs  impatient,  and  their  aid  demands. 
More  wide  to  lay  the  wound,  a  paflage  bare,  545 

Unroot  the  dart,  and  fend  him  to  the  war. 

Now  came  lapis  to  relieve  his  pain. 
Of  old  by  Phcebus  lov'd,  nor  lov'd  in  vain. 
On  whom  the  god  had  proft'er'd  to  beftow 
His  lyre,  his  bays,  his  prefcience,  and  his  bow.      55(5 
But  (to  prolong  his  drooping  father's  days) 
The  youth  refus'd  lus  arrows,  lyre,  and  bays. 
And  precient  fkill  j  but  chofe  the  healing  part, 
A  filent,  ufeful,  though  inglorious  art. 

Unmov'd  with  all  the  forrow  and  the  care  555 

Of  friends,  attendants,  and  the  royal  heir. 
His  mighty  fpear,  tli'  impatient  chief  fullains,     [pains. 
Who  grinds  his  tewth  for  rage,  nor  heeds  the  glowing 

\oL.  LIU.  A  a  The- 
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The  fage  now  hadens  to  tl\c  talk  affign'd. 

And  firit  difpatchful  tucks  his  robes  behind ;  560 

Tries  all  the  vegetable  pow'rs  around. 

To  cool  the  fmart,  and  mitigate  the  wound. 

His  hands  folicit  now  with  tender  art ; 

Now  tug  in  Vain  with  vigour  at  the  dart. 

At  length  he  pray'd  ;  nor  Phcebus  heard  the  pray 'r ;  565 

And  nearer  every  moment  pour'd  the  war. 

Thick  and  more  thick  the  growing  horrors  rife ; 

A  cloud  of  duft  involves  the  golden  ikies. 

The  trampling  fteeds,  the  thund'ringfoes,  drew  nigh. 

And  'midft  the  camp  the  fliow'ring  jav'Iins  fly.        570 

The  mingling  cries  from  ev'ry  part  refound ; 

Some  fliout,  fome  groan,  fome  gafp  upon  the  ground. 

Now,  touch'd  with  pity  for  the  hero's  pain, 
Defcends  the  goddefs  mother  on  the  plain. 
A  branch  of  fov'reigh  dittany  Ihe  bore,  575 

From  Ida  gather'd,  on  the  Cretan  {hore. 
Luxuriant  leaves  the  taper  ftalk  array ; 
The  llalk  in  flow'rs ;  the  flow'rs  in  purple  gay. 
The  goats,  when  piei-c'd  at  diftance  by  the  dart. 
Apply  the  med'cine  to  the  wounded  part.  580 

This  juice,  while  clouds  conceal  her  radiant  face. 
The  queen  infufes  in  the  golden  vafe  ! 
Tempers  with  fcented  panacee  the  whole. 
And  with  ambrofial  liquors  crowns  the  bowl. 
Nor  knew  the  fage  the  fuccour  that  he  found,  585 

But  with  the  balmy  mixture  bathes  the  wound. 
At  once  the  throbbing  angui(h  pad  away ; 
Stanch'd  was  the  blood,  and  in  the  bottom  lay. 

The 
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The  dart,  though  deeply  rooted,  at  command 

Moves  up,  and  anfwers  the  phyfician's  hand.  590 

His  former  vigour  now  fucceeds  to  pain. 

And  life  burns  bright  in  all  her  pow'rs  agai;i. 

Japis  firft  perceiv'd  th'  immortal  art. 

That  cool'd  the  raging  pangs,  and  clos'd  the  part. 

Raptur'd  he  faw  the  cure;  and  firft  impeil'd  595 

The  prince,  renevv'd  in  courage,  to  the  field. 

Arms  for  the  chief,  he  cries,  prepare  his  arms ; 

And  inllant  fend  him  to  the  dire  alarms. 

This  cure,  great  hero  is  no  work  of  mine. 

Not  mortal  art,  but  done  by  hands  divine.  600 

Thy  life  fonie  guardian  god  has  made  his  care. 

Who  fends  thee  back  to  fight,  and  conquer  in  the  war. 

The  fierce,  impatient  prince,  had  cover'd  o'er 
His  manly  legs  with  golden  greaves  before. 
Now,  all  on  fire,  his  mighty  lance  he  took,  605 

And  in  his  hand  the  pond'rous  weapon  lliook. 
High  on  his  arm  the  heav'nly  fhield  he  rais'd ; 
And,  on  his  bread,  the  radiant  cuirafs  blaz'd. 
Then,  with  a  clofe  embrace  he  ftrain'd  his  fon; 
And  kifs'd  him  thro'  his  helm,  and  thus  begun.      610 

From  me  true  courage,  and  in  camps  to  dare. 
From  others  learn,  my  fon,  fuccefs  iii  war. 
I  go  to  labour  in  the  bloody  fray. 
To  fight,  and  guard  thee,  in  the  dreadful  day ; 
To  crown  thee  with  a  bright  immortal  name  ;  615 

To  teach  thy  youth  the  glorious  path-:  to  fame. 
Thou,  in  thy  riper  years,  the  virtues  ti-ace. 
And  copy  all  the  worthies  of  thy  race. 

A  a  2  Thy 
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Thy  foul  mny  Heclor  and  ^neas  fire. 

Thy  godlike  uncle,  and  thy  martial  fire  !  620 

So  fpoke  the  hero,  and,  by  rage  impeli'd, 
Tow'r'd  from  the  tent,  majellic,  to  the  field ; 
Shook  an  huge  jav'lin  in  his  vig'rous  hand; 
And  with  their  chief  pour'd  forth  the  martial  band. 
Antheus  and  Mneftheus  led  th'  embattled  train,      625 
And  all  rufli'd  furious  to  the  deathful  plain. 
Beneath  the  warriors  groans  the  trembling  ground. 
And  clouds  of  duft  involve  the  region  round. 

Now  Turnus  and  his  holl:  the  foe  beheld 
From  a  high  mound,  advancing  o'er  the  field.        630 
Th'  aftonilh'd  troops  a  gen'ral  fear  confounds ; 
Bat  firft  his  filler  heard  the  dreadful  founds. 
Too  well  (he  knew  the  dire  alarms  from  far. 
And  trembHng  fled  before  the  moving  war. 
Fierce,  with  their  leaders,  inarch  the  Trojan  train;  635 
And  the  black  fquadrons  darken  all  the  plain. 
As  when  fome  tempeft  o'er  mid  ocean  roars, 
And,  wing'd  with  whirlwinds,  gathers  to  the  ftiores  j 
With  boding  hearts  the  peafants  hear  from  far 
The  fullen  murmurs  of  the  diftant  war  ;  640 

Forefce  the  harvefts  kvell'd  with  the  ground. 
And  all  the  forcfts  fpread  in  ruins  round  ; 
Swift  to  the  land  the  hollow  grumbling  wind 
Flies,  and  proclaims  the  furious  ftorm  behind. 
So'fwift,  fo  furious,  great  ^nsas  flew,  645 

And  led  again  ft  the  foes  the  martial  crew. 
The  thick'ning  fquadrons,  wedg'd  in  clofe  array, 
iti  one  black  body  win  their  deip'rate  way. 

By 
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By  Mneftheus  flain,  in  duft  Archelius  lies. 

And  by  Thymbraeus'  fvvord  Ofiris  dies.  650 

Next  Gyas'  lance  the  mighty  Ufens  fped. 

And  Epuio  by  brave  Achates  bled. 

Ev'n  curs'd  Tolumnius  fell,  whofe  fatal  fpear, 

Launch'd  at  the  Dardan  hoft,  renew'd  the  war. 

A  peal  of  fhouts,  tumultuous,  tore  the  iky,  655 

And  o'er  the  field  the  pale  Rutulians  fly. 

Bat  witli  difdain  the  Trojan  hero  glows; 

Nor  wailes  his  vengeance  on  inferior  foes. 

He  fcorns  to  fight  the  few  who  Hand  their  ground. 

Or  in  their  backs  the  flying  crouds  to  wound  :         66q 

Turnus,  and  him  alone,  he  calls  aloud 

To  fight,  and  hunts  him  through  the  dufty  cloud. 

On  this,  his  anxious  fifter,  feiz'd  with  fear, 
Hurl'd  from  his  lofty  feat  the  charioteer, 
Metifcus  the  renown'd ;  tofl:  far  away,  66^ 

The  wond'ring  chief  beneath  the  harnefs  lay, 
Herfelf  affumes  his  armour,  voice  and  air; 
Snatches  the  reins,  and  vaults  into  the  car. 

As  the  black  fwallow,  that,  in  queil  of  prey. 
Round  the  proud  palace  wings  her  wanton  way,      $70 
Vv'hen  for  her  children  flie  provides  the  feaft. 
To  ftill  the  clamours  of  the  craving  nell; 
Now  wild  excurflons  round  the  cloyfl:er  takes  ; 
Now,  fportive  winds,  or  ikims  along  the  lakes : 
So  flies  the  goddefs  on  the  rapid  car,  675 

From  fide  to  fide,  and  traverfes  the  war : 
Now  here,  now  there,  fhe  brings  the  chief  to  fight ; 
But  Hill  fhe  turns  him  from  the  fatal  figlu. 

A  a  3  Not 
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Thy  foul  mny  Heftor  and  ^neas  fire. 

Thy  godlike  uncle,  and  thy  martial  fire  !  620 

So  Ipoke  the  hero,  and,  by  rage  impell'd, 
Tow'r'd  from  the  tent,  majeilic,  to  the  field ; 
Shook  an  huge  jav'lin  in  his  vig'rous  hand ; 
And  with  their  chief  pour'd  forth  the  martial  band. 
Antheus  and  Mneftheus  led  th'  embattled  train,      625 
And  all  rufli'd  furious  to  the  deathful  plain. 
Beneath  the  warriors  groans  the  trembling  ground. 
And  clouds  of  dufl:  involve  the  region  round. 

Now  Turnus  and  his  holl:  the  foe  beheld 
From  a  high  mound,  advancing  o'er  the  field.        630 
Th'  aftonifh'd  troops  a  gen'ral  fear  confounds ; 
Bat  iirft  his  fifter  heard  the  dreadful  founds. 
Too  well  Ihe  knew  the  dire  alarms  from  far. 
And  trembhng  fled  before  the  moving  war. 
Fierce,  with  their  leaders,  march  the  Trojan  train ;  635 
And  the  black  fquadrons  darken  all  the  plain. 
As  when  fome  tempeft  o'er  mid  ocean  roars. 
And,  wing'd  with  whirlwinds,  gathers  to  the  fliores  j 
With  boding  hearts  the  peafants  hear  from  far 
The  fullen  murmurs  of  the  diftarrt  war  ;  640 

Forefce  the  harvests  k^'ell'd  with  the  ground. 
And  all  the  forcfts  fpread  in  ruins  round  ; 
Swift  to  the  land  the  hollow  grumbling  wind 
Flies,  and  proclaims  the  furious  ftorm  behind. 
So'fwift,  fo  furious,  great  ^nsas  flew,  645 

And  led  againft  the  foes  the  martial  crew. 
The  thick'ning  fquadrons,  wedg'd  in  clofe  array, 
Ift  one  black  body  win  tlieir  defp'rate  way. 

By 
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By  Mneftheus  flain,  in  duft  Archefius  lies. 

And  by  Thymbrsus'  fvvord  Ofiris  dies.  650 

Next  Gyas'  lance  the  mighty  Ufens  fped. 

And  Epulo  by  brave  Achates  bled. 

Ev'n  curs'd  Tolumnius  fell,  whofe  fatal  fpear, 

Launch'd  at  the  Dardan  hoft,  renew'd  the  war. 

A  peal  of  fhouts,  tumultuous,  tore  the  fky,  655 

And  o'er  the  field  the  pale  Rutulians  fly. 

Bat  with  difdain  the  Trojan  hero  glows ; 

Nor  waftes  his  vengeance  on  inferior  foes. 

He  fcorns  to  fight  the  few  who  fland  their  ground. 

Or  in  tlieir  backs  the  flying  crouds  to  wound  :         660 

Turnus,  and  him  a'one,  he  calls  aloud 

To  fight,  and  hunts  him  through  the  dufty  cloud. 

On  this,  his  anxious  fiiler,  feiz'd  with  fear, 
HurFd  from  his  lofty  feat  the  charioteer, 
Metifcus  the  renown'd ;  toft  far  away,  66^ 

The  wo?,d'ring  cliief  beneath  the  harnefs  lay, 
Herfelf  affumes  his  armour,  voice  and  air; 
Snatches  the  reins,  and  vaults  into  the  car. 

As  the  bl.ick  fwallow,  that,  in  quell  of  prey. 
Round  the  proud  palace  wings  her  wanton  way,      $70 
Vv'hen  for  her  children  flie  provides  the  feaft. 
To  ftill  the  clamours  of  the  craving  well; 
Now  wild  excurfions  round  the  cloyfter  takes ; 
Now,  fportive  winds,  or  fkims  along  the  lakes : 
So  flies  the  goddefs  on  the  rapid  car,  675 

From  fide  to  fide,  and  traverfes  the  war : 
Now  here,  now  there,  fhe  brings  the  chief  to  fight ; 
But  ilill  fhe  turns  him  from  the  fatal  fight. 

A  a  3  Not 
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Nor  lefi  the  prince  unravels  all  her  ways. 
And  hunt;  his  f^:^es  through  ev'ry  various  maze ;      680 
Thrids  all  the  {hifiing  courfe,  and  brealrs  the  croud 
With  furious  fpeed,  and  calls  the  chief  aloud. 
Oft  has  he  fpy'd  him,  and  approach'd  tl\e  car ; 
As  ofc  his  fiftcr  pUmg'd  amid  the  war. 
\VHere-e'cr  the  Trojan  hero  bends  his  courfe;         6S5 
Averfe  the  goddefs  turns  die  flying  horfe. 
What  fliould  he  do  ?  a  thoufind  thoughts  divide 
His  wav'ring  foul,  that  points  to  ev'ry  fide  ! 
Vv'hen  lo!   MefTinus  crcfs'd  him  in  the  field. 
And  in  his  hand  two  fhining  jav'lins  held.  690 

One,  at  the  prince,  with  levell'd  aim,  he  threw : 
Beneath  his  ihield  the  cautious  prince  withdrew; 
Low  bending  on  his  knee,  fecure  he  lay ; 
But  the  fwift  jav'lin  Itrikes  his  plume  away. 
Then,  wh^n  the  meditated  fraud  he  vievv'd,  695 

That  ftill  h^s  rival  fled,  as  he  purfa'd ; 
He  firlt  involc'd  the  thund'rer  to  redrefs 
Tlie  rites  profan'd,  and  violated  peace ; 
Then  rufh'd  amid  the  train ;  nor  chrck  nor  bound 
His  fury  knew,  but  Hretch'd  the  flaaghter  round.    700 
The  faithlefs  foe  he  thinks  it  vain  to  fpare. 
And,  fir  d  with  vengeance,  gi\es  a  loofe  to  war. 

What  god  will  now  infpire  me,  to  difplay 
The  rage  of  death,  and  horors  of  the  day  ? 
What  crouds  of  heroes  perifh'd  on  the  plain,  705 

By  mighty  Turnus,  and  ^.neas,  flain ! 
Wa-)  it  thy  will  the  nations  (hould  cn2;age 
(Great  (uc  of  heavn)  with  fuch  unbounded  rage? 

So 
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So  foon  from  war  and  violence  to  ceafe, 

Leagu'd  in  a  bond  of  everlafting  peace  ?  710 

-^neas  firft  flew  Sucre  in  the  fight, 
Whofe  fword  had  turn'd  the  Trojan  troops  to  flight. 
With  a  fwift  ftroke,  and  all  his  force  apply'd. 
He  plung'd  t'lie  deadly  faulchion  in  his  fide. 
Then,  with  his  brother,  Amycus  was  kill'd,  715 

Call  from  their  fteed  by  Turnus  on  the  field. 
With  the  long  lance,  this  tow'ring  chief  he  gor'd:    • 
Thro'  that,  impetuous,  drove  the  pointed  fword : 
Then,  on  his  chariot  hung,  in  triumph  bore 
Their  heads  aloft,  that  dropp'd  with  livid  gore  :     720 
Next,  at  one  charge,  on  three  bold  chiefs  he  flew ; 
Talos,  and  Tanais,  and  Cethegus,  flew. 
With  them,  of  Theban  race,  Onytcs  fell,  •>••  • 

Fair  Peridia's  fon;  and  funk  to  hell. 
Then  bled  two  brothers,  who  from  Lycla  come;    .  735 
Nor  their  ov/n  Phcebus  could  prevent  their  doom.-- 
Next  poor  Mencete:  by  his  arm  was  llain. 
Who  fliunn'd  fo  long  the  dreadful  war  in  vain ; 
A  iTtilfui  angler;  once  he  made  abode, 
Blefs'd  v/ith  content,  by  Lerna's  plenteous  flood.     730 
There  drefs'd  his  father,  to  the  great  unknown, 
A  ilranger  field,  and  furrows  not  his  own. 

As  the  fierce  flames  through  the  tall  forefl  fly. 
This  way  and  that,  and  Idndle  all  the  fky  j  ; 

Or  rapid  torrents  from  tUe  mountains  fweep,  73  f 

Roar  down  the  fides,  and  thunder  to  the  deep ; 
Vv'ith  weigr.t  reflillefs,  and  dellruftive  fway,  ■ 
O'er  half  a  ruia'd  country  break  their  way  : 

A  a  4.  So 
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So  thrniigK  the  field,  in  diiF'ront  parts  cngag'd. 
As  f.vift  aad  hercc  the  rival  heroes  rag'd.  740 

They  burft  with  wratli ;  they  rife  to  ev'ry  blow ; 
They  fend  their  fouls  wiih  ev'ry  lancj  they  throw. 

A  rock's  vaft  weight  the  g:-eat  .■^ncas  threw : 
Th'  enormous  fragment  like  a  whiriwirtd  flew. 
And  hurl'd  Murranus  on  the  ground,  who  brings    745 
His  vaunted  lineage  from  tlie  Latian  kings. 
Headlong  the  warrior  from  the  chariot  flies 
Amidft  the  harnefs,  and  incumber'd  lies : 
The  courfers  ftartle  at  the  flaming  fword ; 
Paw  down,  and  trample  on  tlicir  dying  lord.  750 

On  H^'I'.us,  TUmus  ruHi'd  with  all  his  might. 
As  fir'd  v/ich  rage,  the  chief  advanc'd  to  fight. 
Full  at  his  golden  helmet,  o'er  the  plain 
The  jav'lin  flew,  and  ftung  him  to  the  brain: 
N'or  tKec,  the  briv'eft  of  the  Grecian  band.  755 

Thy  valour,  Crctcus,  fav'd  from  Turnus'  hand  I 
Next  fell  the  pricll  Cupencus  in  the  flrife. 
Nor  his  own  gods  could  guard  his  facred  life ; 
Full  in  his  breaft  ^neas  plung'd  the  dart, 
^liat  pierc'd  the  fhield,  and  quivcr'd  in  his  heart.  760 

Then  bled  great  yEoIus,  by  Turnus  kill'd. 
And  funk,  a  bulk  enormous,  on  the  field  ! 
V/honi  v.6t  the  Grecian  heroes  could  dcftroy. 
Nor  ail  their  ai-mies,  in  the  wars  of  Troy, 
Nor  great  Achilles  \iith  his  vengeful  ftecl,  765 

Though  by  his  arm  the  Phrygian  empire  fell. 
Here  ends  Kis  life  ;  hii  Jlately  palace  iiood 
Beneath  fdir  Ida's  confccrated  wood  : 

There 
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There  liv'd  the  mighty  man ;  his  cold  remains 

At  length  lie  bury'd  in  the  Latian  plains.  770 

Now  ia  all  parts  the  martial  fqaadrons  wage 
A  gen'ral  war,  with  undiitingaim'd  rage. 
The  Latian,  Trojan,  and  Rutulian  force. 
The  Tufcan  coliorts,  and  Arcadian  horfe. 
Beneath  their  chiefs,  embattled,  fpread  the  plain ;   rjc 
Here  Mnellheus,  there  Serefrus,  fires  the  train; 
Here  great  Afylas  fwept  the  field ;  and  there 
Storm "d  brave  MefTapus,  the  renown'd  in  war. 
Each  fights,  as  in  his  arm  the  mighty  day. 
With  all  the  fate  of  his  great  gen'ral,  lay;  780, 

No  flop,  no  check  the  fiery  warriors  knew ; 
With  their  long  toils  their  kindling  ardor  grew. 
And  with  frefh  vigour  to  the  combat  flev/. 

But  Venus  now  infpires  her  godlike  fon 
To  leave  the  field,  and  ftorm  th'  imperial  town.      785 
As  following  Turnus  through  the  ranks  he  flies. 
From  fide  to  fide  he  darts  his  eager  eyes; 
When,  !o  !  before  him,  in  a  full  furvey. 
Exempt  from  war,  the  fencelefs  city  lay. 
He  views  the  promis'd  prize  with  ilern  delight;       790 
His  foul  takes  fire,  and  kindles  at  the  fight. 
Sudden  the  hero  calls  his  chiefs  around. 
With  all  his  bands,  and  mounts  a  riling  ground. 
Then,  as  they  rais'd  their  ample  Ihie'ds,  and  fnook 
Their  pointed  lances,  their  bold  leader  fpoke.  795 

Attend,  and  inltant  thefe  commands  obey ; 
Infpir'd  by  favouring  Jove,  v/ho  points  the  way: 

AU 


I 
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All  fpeed  this  noble  enterprize  demands, 

Claims  all  your  care,  and  urges  all  your  hands. 

This  day,  this  hour,  unlefs  the  Latians  yield,  800 

And  own  your  chief  the  vi6lor  of  the  field, 

Ev'n  from  the  lovveft  ftone  my  rage  fhall  tear 

Yon  town,  the  fource  of  this  deilrudive  war. 

Yon  perjur'd  court  my  vengeance  fhall  confound. 

And  thofe  p/oud  tow'rs  He  fmoking  on  the  ground.  805 

Twice  have  we  vanquifli'd  the  Rutulian  train  j 

Svill  muft  I  wait  till  Turnus  will  be  llain ; 

No  1 — at  yon  walls  the  fure  dellruflion  aim  ; 

Revenge  the  broken  league  with  fv/ord  and  flame ; 

Your  arms  againft  the  guilty  city  bend  :  810 

There  the  dire  war  began,  and  there  fl^all  end. 

Rous'd  at  the  word,  all  wcdg'd  iu  firm  array. 
Strait  to  the  town  the  fquadrons  urge  their,  way. 
They  tofs  the  brands,  the  fcaling  engies  rear. 
And  round  the  ramparts  rofe  the  fudden  war.  8 1 5 

Some  to  the  portals  fly  with  fpeed,  and  flay 
The  guards  or  citizen),  who  crofs  their  way. 
Some  hurl  the  vengeful  darts;  the  jav'lins  fly 
Jn  dufky  clouds,  and  intercept  the  flcy. 
^neas  rais'd  hi*  hand,  amid  tlie  croud,  820 

Calls,  and  upbraids  the  Latian  prince  aloud, 
Obtefting  heaven,  that,  wounded,  and  compcll'd 
By  his  perfidious  foes,  he  took  the  field ; 
Tnat  twice  the  rites  of  peace  their  arms  profane. 
And  from  their  impious  rage  a  fecond  war  began.  825 

But  mad  ccnfuficns  in  the  city  rife : 
'Tii  tumult  all;  for  c'll  at  once  advlfe. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  arm,  and  fiy  to  guard  the  walls ;  and  thofe. 
More  loud,  demand  admilTion  for  the  foes. 
Some,  to  renew  the  peace,  with  clamours  bring      830 
Ev'n  to  the  gates  the  helplefs  hoary  king. 

So  when  the  fwaiii  invades,  with  ftlfling  fmoke. 
The  bees  clofe-clufter'd  in  a  cavern'd  rock. 
They  rife;  and,  trembling  for  th'  endanger'd  ftate, 
Inflam'd  with  wrath,  with  fell  revenge  and  hate,     835 
This  way,  and  that,  in  loud  tumultuous  f.varms. 
Fly  o'er  their  waxen  town  u'ith  hcarfe  alarms. 
The  fleams  oiFenfive  roll  the  cells  around ; 
Their  fallen  murmurs  through  the  rod:  refound  ; 
While,  thick'ning,  tliro'  the  cLfc  the  fr.okes  arife,  840 
And  in  a  length  of  vapours  m.ount  the  fkies. 

But  to  complete  and  aggravate  their  fears, 
A  new  mifchance  involv'd  the  town  in  tears. 
For,  when  the  wretched  queen  beheld  on  high 
O'er  the  proud  domes  the  fiery  tempeii  Hy ;  845 

The  ramparts  llorm'd  ;  th'  exulting  Trojans  near; 
Nor  Turnus'  troops  before  the  town  appear ; 
Many  a  long  look  fhe  call,  but  call  in  vain; 
And  in  her  fears  concludes  the  hero  il  .in  ; 
She  raves  againft  the  gods  in  wild  defpair  j  850 

She  calls  herfelfthc  auth'refs  of  the  v.^ar  : 
A  thoufand  plaints  (he  vented  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  in  her  rage  her  purple  garments  tore. 
Then,  on  a  lofty  beam,  the  matron  ty'd 
The  noofe  diflionell,  and  obfcenely  dy'd.  grr 

Soon  through  the  court  the  dreadful  rumour  ran; 
With  frantic  fcrrow  rave  the  female  train. 

Struck 
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Struck  with  faperior  grief,  Lavinia  tears 

Her  blooming  rofy  cheeks,  and  golden  hairs. 

To  their  loud  ihrieks  the  palace-walls  reply ;  860 

Thence  through  the  town  the  fatal  tidings  fly. 

All  feel  the  ftroke;  and  all,  the  lofs  lament; 

His  royal  robes  the  rev'rend  monarch  rent. 

In  wild  defpair,  with  furious  hands  he  fpread 

A  cloud  of  dull  o'er  all  his  hoary  head;  86c 

And  weeps  and  mourns  aloud  (a  moving  fcenel) 

His  ruin'd  empire,  and  felf-murder'd  queen. 

Oft,  but  in  vain,  he  blam'd  hinifelf  alone. 

That  raflily  he  refus'd  the  Trojan  for  his  fon. 

But  now  more  flou'  his  progrefs  Turnus  held,       870 
And  chas'd  a  few  poor  ftragglers  o'er  the  field. 
With  heartlefs  chear,  dejected,  he  proceeds ; 
And  wiih  their  mailer  flag  the  hery  ftceds. 
He  hears  the  tumult  in  die  walls  behind. 
Shrieks,  cries,  and  fliouts,  that  thicken  in  the  wind.  875 
Alas  !  he  cries,  wliat  clamours  ilrike  my  ear  ! 
What  founds  difl:refsful  from  the  town  I  hear ! 
Then  to  the  hero,  as  the  fteeds  he  ftay'd. 
Thus  in  the  driver's  form  the  filler  faid ; 
This  way,  my  lord,  your  former  courfe  purfue,       8 So 
And  urge  your  conquell  o'er  the  holHle  crew. 
Your  friends  defend  the  town ;  th'  Italians  there 
Wage  with  the  Dardan  chief  an  equal  war. 
Again'l  his  Trojans  let  us  bend  our  way. 
As  num'rous,  valiant,  and  renown 'd,  as  they.         885 

Sifter,  the  chief  replies,  whom  well  1  knew 
('nioiigh  m  a  nional  form  conccal'd  from  view) 

Whcr^ 
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When  you  diflblv'd  the  league,  by  art  with-held 
The  fingle  fight,  and  mingled  in  the  field, 

0  fay  !  what  pow'r  difpatch'd  thee  from  the  fkies,  890 
With  this  fad  fcene  to  fhock  thy  mournful  eyes  ? 

To  Ihare  the  labours  of  the  dire  debate, 

A  weeping  witnefs  of  thy  brother's  fate  ? 

That  brother  foon  muft  perilh  on  the  plains ! 

For  ah  !  what  cliance,  what  beam  of  hope  remains?  895 

1  faw  my  dear  Murranus  yield  his  breath. 
Who  call'd  on  Turnu5  in  the  pangs  of  death ; 
Ev'n  yet  I  fee  the  warrior  bite  the  ground, 

And  the  foul  rufhing  through  the  mighty  wound ! 

I  faw,  where,  ftretch'd  in  duil,  brave  Ufens  lay,    90a 

Nor  liv'd,  this  fcene  of  ruin  to  fur\'ey. 

But  ihut  out  bondage  from  his  clofing  eyes ; 

His  corfe  and  arms  remain  the  \'i6ior's  prize. 

And  (hall  I  fee  the  city  wrapt  in  flame  ? 

What  elfe  was  wanting  to  complete  my  Ihame  ?       905 

How  will  the  Latians  hoot  their  hero's  flight ! 

Gods  ! — how  will  Drances  point  them  to  the  fight! 

But  oh  I — fliall  Latium  fee  her  hero  fly : — 

Is  it  fo  terrible  but  once  to  die  ? — 

Hear  me,  oh  hear  me,  all  ye  gods  below  !  910 

Since  ev'iy  pow'r  celeftial  is  my  foe  ; 

Lo  I  I  defcend  to  your  infernal  coalt. 

From  realms  of  ii'^lit,  a  great  and  glorious  ghoft. 

White,  and  unfully'd  with  that  dire  difgrace. 

Nor  ftain  the  Iplendors  of  my  regal  race  1  915 

While  yet  he  fpoke,  athwart  the  war  with  fpeed 
Flew  bLeding  Si:^es  on  his  foaming  ileed. 

Full 
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Full  ia  his  face  a  feathcr'd  arrow  ftood  ; 

And  to  the  Daunian  chief  he  calls  aloud. 

Turnus,  on  you,  our  iaft,  laft  hope  depends  ;  920 

Oh  I  hafte  in  pity,  and  relieve  your  friends  : 

For,  raging,  to  the  town  ^neas  pours. 

To  level  v/ith  the  dull  the  Ladan  tow'rs. 

See  !  o'er  the  roofs  the  fires  tempeftuous  rife ! 

Hark  !  — how  they  roar,  and  thunder  in  the  (kies !   925 

All  eyes  are  fixt  on  you,  and  you  alone : 

The  king  himfelf  fland=  doubtful  which  to  own. 

You,  or  your  Trojan  rival,  for  his  fon. 

Yet  worfe— his  queen,  till  now  your  chief  fupport, 

Self-murder'd,  fills  with  terror  all  the  court.  930 

Meflapus  only  with  Atinas  fxands. 

To  guard  the  gates,  and  animate  the  bands; 

"Whom  in  wedg'd  ranks  the  hoilile  troops  inclofe. 

And  round  them  thick  an  iron  harveft  grows ; 

While  you,  for  whom  they  fight,  negled  the  train,  935 

And  idly  wheel  your  chariot  round  the  plain  ! 

A  thoufand  various  thoughts  confound  the  chief. 
He  ilood ;  he  gaz'd  ;  his  bofom  fwcU'd  with  grief: 
Pride,  confcious  valour,  fury,  love,  and  fliame. 
At  once  fet  all  the  hero  in  a  flame,  940 

Soon  as  his  foul  jecover'd  from  the  ilroke; 
Soon  as,  difpers'd,  the  cloud  of  pafiion  broke; 
Hack  from  his  car,  the  ruin  to  behold. 
His  eager  eyes  the  mournful  warrior  roll'd. 
Where  the  fierce  fires  in  burning  torrents  rife  945 

O'er  the  tall  roofo ;  and,  curling  to  the  Ikies, 

Had 
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Had  wrapt  a  tow'r  in  flames,  fublime  and  ftrong, 
Rais'd  by  himfelf,  that  roU'd  on  wheels  along ; 
Whence  the  bold  foldier  broke  the  war  below. 
And  rain'd  an  iron  tempeft  on  the  foe.  950 

Now,  filler,  fate  prevails  ;  no  more  delay ; 
I'll  go  where  rigorous  fortune  points  the  way, 
Prepar'd  the  bitternefs  of  death  to  bear, 
I'll  meet  this  Trojan  hand  to  hand  in  war. 
No  more  thofe  eyes  fhall  view  thy  brother's  fhame,  95  5 
Purfu'd,  and  flying  o'er  the  field  of  fame ; 
Give,  give  me,  goddefs,  in  this  martial  fire. 
This  high-wrought  blaze  of  fury,  to  expire. 

He  faid ;  and  fudden,  with  an  eager  bound, 
Leap'd  from  the  trembling  chariot  to  the  ground ;  960 
Leaves  his  lamenting  fifrer,  in  defpair  j 
Springs  thro'  a  florm  of  darts,  the  prince  to  dare: 
And  burfts  impetuous  through  the  ranks  of  war. 
As  when,  by  age,  or  rains,  or  tempefl:s,  torn, 
A  rock  from  fome  high  precipice  is  borne ;  965 

Trees,  herds,  and  fwains,  involving  in  the  fweep. 
The  mafs  flies  furious  from  th'  ai"rial  fleep; 
Leaps  down  the  mountain's  fide,  with  many  a  bound. 
In  fierv  whirls,  and  fmokes  along  the  ground ; 
So  to  the  city,  through  the  cleaving  train,  97O 

Thro'  ftreams  of  blood,  that  drench 'd  the  purpled  plain. 
While  rou'id  his  head  the  whiftling  jav'lins  play. 
As  fwift,  the  raging  hero  b)eaks  his  way. 
Then  from  afar,  he  beckons  with  his  hand. 
And  loudly  thus  befpoke  hii  fecial  band :  975 

To 
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To  me,  ye  Latians,  the  whole  war  refign, 

AU,  all  the  fortune  of  the  field  is  mine. 

'Tis  juft,  ye  warriors,  that  your  chief  alone 

Allbrt  the  compaA,  or  its  breach  atone. 

I  claim,  I  claim  tJie  right,  in  fnigle  fray,  980 

To  meet  ray  rival,  and  decide  the  day. 

Back  at  the  word  the  fquadrons  are  cotnpeird> 

And  for  the  champions  form  an  open  field. 

Now  the  great  I'rojan  chief,  at  Turnus'  name. 
Fierce  from  the  town  in  all  his  terrors  came ;  985 

Leaves  ev'ry  fccond  work  of  war  behind ; 
Joy,  pride,  and  courage,  raile  his  daring  mind. 
A!l-flufh'd  with  hopes,  and  glorying  in  his  might. 
The  godJike  prince  moves  forward  to  the  fight: 
He  burns  impatient  for  the  dire  alarms ;  999 

And  thunders  in  the  bright  Vulcanian  arms. 
With  vaft  gigantic  Ihides,  he  towVs  on  high> 
And  looks  a  fecond  Athos  in  the  iky ; 
Or  Eryx,  that  in  heav'n  his  forehead  fmouds ; 
Or  father  Apennine  involv'd  in  clouds,  995 

When  with  a  depth  of  fnows  his  brows  are  crcwn'd. 
And  all  his  nodding  groves,  majeftic,  wave  around. 

Meantime  the  warriors,  v.-ho  defend  the  town. 
Or  with  huge  engines  break  the  bulvvarks  down. 
And  all  the  nations,  ftudious  of  the  fight,  looo 

Tlieir  arms  unbuckled,  to  furvey  the  fight. 
E.-'n  Deata  fiands  dill ;  and,  o'er  the  crouded  plains. 
Through  the  long  ranks,  a  folemn  filencc  reigns. 
Nor  lefs  amaz'd,  the  Latian  lord  beheld 
Two  chiefs  engag'd  in  combat  on  the  field,  IC05 

By 
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By  love,  fate,  honour,  and  ambition,  led 
To  try  their  title  to  his  daughter's  bed. 

Soon  as  each  army  from  the  field  withdrew. 
Fierce,  to  the  fight,  the  mighty  heroes  flew. 
They  launch  their  fpears;  their  clafliing  fliields  refound  : 
Beneath  their  fury  groans  the  trembling  ground.    loi  I 
Then  their  bright  fwords  the  raging  champions  drew. 
And  with  repeated  blows  the  charge  renew. 
Courage,  and  chance,  and  itrength,  in  both  unite; 
And  the  bold  chiefs  maintain  an  equal  fight.  1015 

As,  where  proud  Sila's  tow'ring  fummits  rife. 
Or  huge  Taburnus  heaves  into  the  ikies, 
With  frowning  fronts  two  mighty  bulls  engage; 
A  dreadful  war  the  bellowing  rivals  wage  : 
Far  from  the  fcene  the  trembling  keepers  fly ;        lozo 
Struck  dumb  with  terror,  iland  the  heifers  by ; 
Nor  know  which  lord  the  fubjeft  herds  Ihall  lead. 
And  reign  at  large  the  monarch  of  the  mead. 
Fierce  flrokes  they  aim,  repeated  o'er  and  o'er; 
Their  dewlaps,  necks,  and  fides,  are  bath'd  in  gore ; 
The  mountains,  ftreams,  and  woods,  rebellow  to 

roar. 

So  to  the  fight  the  furious  heroes  fly. 
So  clalh  their  fnields,  and  echo  to  the  fky. 

Now  Jove  fufpends  his  fcales ;  two  diff'rent  weights 
He  call  in  both,  and  try'd  the  warriors  fates.         1030 
This,  light  with  conquefl:,  to  the  gods  afcends ; 
Tliat,  charg'd  with  death,  finks  downwards  to  the  fiends. 

With  his  drawn  faulchion  Turnus  ftrikes  the  foe 
Or,  his  full  ftretch,  and  rlfes  to  the  blow. 

Vol.  LIIL  E  b  Loud 
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Loud  fliouts  and  groans  fucceed  ;  each  army  bent  1035 

Their  eager  eyes,  and  wait  the  great  event; 

When  lo  !  al!-fhatter'd  flies  the  traitor  fword. 

And  in  the  ftroke  deferts  the  Daunian  lord. 

A  ftranger  hilt  he  fpies,  and  lhak.es  in  vain : 

All,  all  his  hopes  in  flight  alone  remain  ;  1040 

And,  fwifter  than  the  wind,  he  darts  along  the  plair 

For  when  the  chief  firft  vaulted  on  the  car 

With  headlong  hafte,  and  rufh'd  into  the  war. 

He  left  his  father's  temper'd  fword,  'tis  faid. 

And  feiz'd  his  charioteer  Metifcus'  blade  ;  IC45 

And,  ev'n  with  this,  the  growing  flaughter  fprcad. 

While  from  his  rage  the  trembling  Trojans  fied. 

But  when  the  mortal  fteel  a  ftroke  beftow'd 

On  heav'nly  arms,  the  labour  of  a  god  ! 

The  faulchion,  faithlefs  to  the  warrior's  hand,        1050 

Broke  fhort — the  fragments  glitter'd  on  the  fand. 

O'er  the  wide  field  diftrafted  Turnus  fprings. 

And  fiies  with  wild  affright  in  mazy  rings  : 

For  here  he  views  th'  embattled  Trojan  pow'rs ; 

Here  a  vaft  lake  ;  and  there  the  Latian  tow'rs.       IC55 

But  ftill  his  foe,  though  tardy  from  his  wound. 

Treads  all  his  fteps,  unrav'ling  ev'ry  round. 

As  the  fleet  flag,  by  the  jlaunch  hound  purfu'd. 

Now  bounds  above  the  banks,  now  fhoots  a!ong  the  Hood ; 

Now  from  the  mefhy  toils  with  terror  fprings,        ic6o 

Scar'd  by  the  plumes,  that  dance  upon  the  ftrings  : 

He  ftarts,  he  pants,  he  flares  with  \vM  amaze. 

And  flies  his  op'ning  foe  a  thoajfand  ways. 

Clofa 
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Clofe  at  his  heels,  the  decp-mouth'd  furious  hound. 

Turns,  as  he  turns,  and  traces  all  the  ground.       1065 

On  his  full  llretch  he  makes  his  eager  way. 

And  holds,  or  thinks  he  holds,  the  trembling  .prey. 

Forth  darts  the  Hag — his  foe  caft  far  behind. 

Catches  but  empty  air,  and  bites  the  wind. 

The  hunters  ihout ;  the  ftreams,  the  rocks  reply ;  1 070 

And  the  tumultuous  peals  run  rattling  round  the  fky. 

Thus,  flying  in  diilrefs,  the  Daunian  lord 

Calls  on  his  friend? ;  demands  his  trufty  fword. 

But  the  great  Trojan,  with  a  lofty  cry. 

Forbids  the  bands  the  weapon  to  fupply  ;  ^^7S 

Denouncing  death,  and  threat'ning  all  around, 

Th'  imperial  town  to  level  with  the  ground. 

O'er  ten  large  circuits,  with  a  rapid  pace. 

This  hero  leads,  and  that  purfues  the  chace. 

No  light  reward  muft  crown  their  eager  ftrife;       1080 

The  long-contended  prize  is  Tumus'  noble  life ! 

To  Faunus  facred  had' an  olive  Hood  : 
The  Ihipwreck'd  failors,  on  the  hallow'd  wood. 
Hung  their  de\'oted  verts  in  honour  of  the  god. 
Eut  late,  to  leave  the  field  for  combat  free,  XC&j; 

The  Trojans  fell'd  the  venerable  tree. 
Full  in  the  root,  ^neas  drove  his-fpear: 
The  dart,  deep  riveted,  flood  trembling  there  : 
The  hero,  llruggling  with  incefilmt  pain. 
Now  bends  to  difengage  the  lance  again  ;  IO90 

And  with  his  dart,  at  leaft,  o'ertake  the  foe. 
Who,  frighted,  to  the  god  preferr'd  his  vow. 

Bh  z  Thy 
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Thy  fuppHant's  pray'r,  in  pity,  Faunus,  hear. 

And  thou,  kind  mother  Earth,  detain  the  fpear; 

If  iliil  I  honoar'd  with  a  pious  hand  1095 

Your  plant,  by  guilty  Troy  wiih  fteel  profan'd. 

Thus  he  ;  the  god  attends  his  humble  ilrain ; 

The  Trojan  labours  at  the  root  in  vain  : 

There  as  he  tugs  tiie  lance  witli  all  his  mijfht. 

Fierce,  and  impatient  to  •  enew  the  fight,  1 1 00 

Once  more  Juturna  to  the  chief  reftor'd 

(In  brave  Metifcus'  form)  his  temper'd  fword. 

This  heav'nly  Venus  viewd  with  high  dildain. 

And  from  the  root  releas'd  the  dart  again. 

Renew'd  in  might,  the  tow'ring  chiefs  advance  ;   1105 

One  fhook  the  fword,  and  one  the  flaming  lance. 

Their  heaving  bofoms  fwell  with  llern  delight. 

Pant  for  the  combat,  and  demand  the  fight. 

Then  to  his  coidbrt,  who  the  war  furvey'd 
Thron'd  on  a  golden  cloud,  the  Thund'rer  faid:    1 1 10 
What  fchemes,  my  queen,  are  left,  with  vain  debate, 
Ev'n  yet  to  check  the  ripe  events  of  fate  ? 
You  know,  and  own,  vEneas  foon  muft  rife 
From  ca.ih,  already  facred  to  the  fK.ies. 
Long  fmcc,  thofe  glories  to  the  chief  are  ow'd,     1 115 
And  heav'n  now  opens  to  receive  the  god. 
To  what  fond  purpofe  then  this  fruitlefs  care  ? 
To  linger  in  the  clouds,  and  urge  the  war? 
Say,  was  it  jull,  to  wake  the  dire  alarms  ? 
To  violate  a  god  with  mortal  arms,  I  lao 

When  the  bold  fifler  to  the  chief  reflor'd. 
By  thy  afTiilance,  his  paternal  Iword  ? 

(For 
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(For  what  without  thy  fuccour  could  (he  dare  r) 

And  fent  the  vanquilh'd  Turnus  to  the  war  ? 

At  length,  at  length,  the  needlefs  llrife  give  o'er  j  i  izz 

At  my  requeft,  indulge  your  rage  no  more ; 

Nor  let  revenge,  dire  enemy  to  reft. 

For  ever  prey  on  tliat  immortal  breaft. 

Oh  1  let  thv  lord  thy  fecret  forrow  fhare. 

Or,  more  than  il.are  it,  give  me  all  thy  care  !       1 130 

To  their  lall;  facred  point  the  fates  are  ccme ; 

Here,  here  they  fixt  th'  unalterable  doom. 

The  Latian  court  in  ruins  could  you  lay. 

And  drive  the  Trojans  o'er  the  land  and  fea ; 

Profane  with  blood  the  holy  bridal  rite,  1 135 

Rekindle  war,  and  urge  them  to  the  fight ; 

Thii  we  indulg'd :  now  give  thy  efforts  o'er 

At  our  command ;  and  thwart  the  Fates  no  more. 

So  fpoke  th'  imperial  fov'reign  of  the  feies ; 
And,  in  fubmifiive  terms,  the  queen  replies :         iij.o 

Great  fire ;  becaufe  thy  facred  will  I  know, 
I  left  my  Turnas  to  his  doom  below. 
Nor  had  I  Ls,  but  at  the  will  of  Jove, 
Difgrac'd  and  penfive,  in  the  clouds  above ; 
But  in  the  front  of  fight  ray  foes  engag'd,  1 145 

And,  wrapt  in  flames,  through  all  the  battle  rag'd; 
I  bade  Jutuma  mingle  in  the  ftrife. 
Nay,  venture  more,  to  fave  a  brother's  life. 
That  charge  I  own ;  but  not  to  bend  a  bow. 
Or  hurl  a  fingle  jav  lin  at  the  foe.  1 1 50 

This,  this,  I  fwear,  by  the  b^ack  St^.'gian  floods, 
The  fole  dread  fanclion  of  th'  immortal  gods : 

Now 
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Now  back  to  heav'n,  great  father,  I  repair. 

And  f.om  this  hour  renounce  the  hateful  war. 

But  yet  I  beg,  O  fov'reign  of  the  fky  !  1155 

What  not  the  hardeft  laws  of  faie  deny; 

For  your  own  Latium  I  implore  this  g  ace. 

This  honour  for  your  own  majeflic  race ; 

When  by  thefe  nuptials  both  the  realms  combine. 

And  in  firm  leagues  of  peace  and  friendihip  join ;  1 160 

Still  may  the  Latians,  flill  remain  the  fame. 

Nor  take  from  Troy  their  language,  garb,  or  name  ! 

May  the  great  race  of  Alban  monarchs  reign ; 

Kings  after  lungs  the  regal  line  fuflain  ; 

And  from  th'  Italian  blood  may  Rome  arife,         1165 

In  all  her  pride  and  glory,  to  the  /kies. 

But  may  a  long  oblivion  quite  deftroy 

Tlie  lait-,  lait  ruins,  with  ihe  name  of  Troy ! 

The  godiefs  fpoke;  and,  with  a  fmile  replies 
The  fire  of  men,  and  monarch  of  the  ikies  :  1 1 70 

Can  Saturn's  other  heir,  who  reigns  above, 
Th'  imperial  n.ler,  and  the  wife,  of  Jove, 
With  endlefs  fchemes  of  vengeance  break  her  reft  ? 
V/hy  burns-  fuch  WTath  in  a  celeftial  breaft  ? 
Geafe,  ceafe,  at  length,  and  lay  your  anger  by,    1 175 
Since  with  your  wilh,  my  emprefs,  we  comply. 
Til'  Ailfoniars  ever  {lifell!  remain  the  fame  y 

In  cuftom-;,  garb,  religion,  and  the  name;  r 

And  the  loft  Trojan  nice  forget  from  whence  they 

came :  -* 

In  manners,  laws- and*  language,  fhall  they  join,     i  i-8o 
And  Ilion.iliiliiiicrcafe  the  Latian  line. 

From 
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From  hence  a  pious  j^odlike  race  (hall  rife ; 

The  firft  of  men  ;  the  darlings  of  the  feies. 

Nor  all  tlie  nations  of  the  world  ihall  pay 

More  glorious  honours  to  thy  name,  than  they.     1 185 

Then,  pleas 'd  and  reconcil'd,  the  queen  of  Jove 
Flies  to  her  palace,  in  the  realnas  above. 
Twas  then  th'  eternal  lire  of  heav'n  expell'd 
The  wat'r>'  goddefs  from  the  fighting  field : 
Two  hideous  monfters  wait  obfequious  by,  1190 

Tremendous  fiends !  the  furies  of  the  fky ; 
Hell-born  and  horrible,  they  fprung  to  li^ht. 
With  dire  Megsra,  from  the  womb  of  Night. 
Huge  wreaths  of  ferpents  fpires  their  temples  bound: 
Their  wings  in  whirlwinds  drove  the  air  around,     1 195 
When  bent  the  minds  of  mortal  men  to  fcare 
With  the  black  horrors  of  the  laft  defpair ; 
When  for  the  guilty  world  the  god  prepares 
^Voe3,  death,  difeafe,  blue  peflilence,  and  wars; 
In  pomp  terrific,  frown  the  fiends  abhorr'd ;  1 200 

Before  the  throne  of  heav'n's  almighty  lord. 
To  wreak  his  vengeance,  in  hi^  courts  they  fland. 
Watch  his  imperial  nod,  and  fly  at  his  command. 

Of  thefe  the  fwifteft  from  the  fkies  he  fent. 
To  fright  the  goddefs  with  the  dire  .portent.  1 205 

Fir'd  with  her  charge,  the  fiend,  with  rapid  flight. 
Shot  in  a  whirl v/ind  from  Olympus'  height. 
As  when  the  Parthian  dips,  with  fatal  art. 
And  doubly  arms,  with  deatli,  th'  envcncm'd  dart; 
He  draws  the  circling  bow  ;  the  quivVing  firing    1210 
Twangs ;  and  the  weapon  whizzes  on  the  wing  : 
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So  fwlfc  to  earth  the  baleful  fary  flew, 

Till  Turnus  and  the  holh  appear'd  ia  view. 

When  lo  !  contradled,  to  the  bird  {lie  turns. 

That  hocts  o'er  dcfolated  piles  and  unis,  1 21 5 

Whofe  piercing  ftraini.  the  midnight  hours  invade. 

And  break  the  folemn  filence  of  the  fhade. 

Chang'd  to  this  form  obfcene,  the  fury  flies 

Round  Turnus'  head,  and  chills  him  with  furprife ; 

This  way  and  that  fhe  flutters  o'c-r  the  field,  1220 

And  fcreams  his  death,  and  beats  his  founding  fhield. 

His  inmoft  foul  a  fudden  honor  ftung ; 
Stiff  rofe  his  hair ;  amazement  chain'd  his  tongue  : 
But  foon,  too  focn,  the  goddefs  knew  the  found 
Of  the  black  Fury  as  fhe  flics  around  :  1225 

She  tore  her  beauteous  face  in  wild  defpair. 
Beat  her  white  breall,  and  rent  her  golden  hair. 
Ah  me  !  fhe  cries,  in  this  unequal  flrife. 
How  dan  thy  fifler  now  defend  thy  life  ? 
What  can  I  more  to  lengthen  out  thy  date,  1230 

(Wretch  that  I  am)  and  flop  the  courfe  of  fate  ? 
How  can  I  fland  that  hideous  fiend  of  night  ? 
Hence,  hence,  ye  furies  I — lo>  1  quit  the  fight. 
_^  Your  threats,  yc  baleful  birds  of  night,  forbear. 
Nor  fright  a  trembling  goddefs  to  defpair.  ^^36 

Too  well  I  know  your  pinions  clatt'ring  round.— 
There  was  a  fcream  ! — Hell,  hell  is  in  the  found! 
You  came  (I  know)  commifTjon'd  from  above. 
Sent  by  the  high  command  of  haughty  Jove. 
This  then,  is  this  the  fole  reward  bcftow'd,  I24O 

For  my  loft  honour,  by  the  grateful  god? 

Ah  I 
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Ah  !  why  this  lengthen'd  life  mull  I  endure  ? 

Deny'd  the  tafte  of  death,  its  only  cure ! 

Curs'd  with  the  fruitlefs  honours  of  the  fky  ! 

Condemn'd  to  bear  impos'd  eternity !  1 245 

Pleas'd,  with  my  brother  wou'd  I  yield  my  breath> 

And  Ihare  his  fate,  unprivileg'd  from  death. 

Joy  is  no  more ;  and  nothing  Jove  bellows 

In  life  immortal,  but  immortal  woes  I 

Earth!  earth!  thy  inmoft  centre  open  throw,       1250 

And  reft  a  goddefs  in  the  fliades  below ! 

Then  in  her  azure  robes  (he  wrapt  her  head, 
Sigh'd,  fobb'd,  and  plung'd  into  her  wat'ry  bed; 
Her  laft  low  murmurs,  as  the  ftream  divides. 
Work  up  in  air,  and  bubble  on  the  tides.  1 25  5 

Now  at  the  foe,  the  Trojan  hero  fhook 
His  pointed  fpear,  and  fternly  thus  befpoke : 
What  methods,  Turnus,  yet  remain  for  flight  ? 
'Tis  ftrength,  not  fwiftnefs,  muft  decide  the  fight 
Try  all  thy  arts  and  vigour  to  efcape  1260 

Thy  iaftant  doom,  and  vary  ev'ry  Ihape ; 
Wifh  for  the  morning's  rapid  wings,  to  fly 
Shoot  down  to  hell;  or  vault  into  the  fky. — 
Not  thofe  infulting  empty  vaunts  I  dread, 
Reply'd  the  mournful  chief  (and  fliookhis  head)  ;  1265 
No — but  the  gods  with  fear  my  bofom  move. 
And  he,  my  greateft  foe,  almighty  Jove  ! 

The  warrior  faid;  and  cad  his  fiery  eyes 
Where  an  huge  ftone,  a  rocky  fragment,  lies ; 
Black,rough,  prodigious,vaft  ! --the  common  bound  1 270 
For  ages  paft,  and  barrier  of  the  ground, 
i    Vol.  LIII.  C  c  Scarce 
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Scarce  twelve  ftrong  men  the  pond'rous  mafs  could  ralfe-. 

Such  as  dlfgrace  tliefe  dark  degen'rate  days. 

This  in  his  trembling  hand  he  heav'd  to  throw. 

Ran  with  the  load,  and  hurl'd  it  at  the  foe  :  1275 

But  ran  all-giddy  with  affright,  nor  knew 

Which  way  he  took,  nor  what  a  weight  he  threw. 

His  loofe  knees  tremble,  nor  fiipport  their  load  : 

Round  his  cold  heart  congeals  the  fetthng  blood. 

Short  of  the  mark,  and  guiltlefs  of  a  wound,         1 280 

Th'  unwieldly  mafs  came  thund'ring  to  the  ground. 

And,  as  when  flumber  feals  the  clofmg  fight. 

The  fick  wild  fancy  labours  in  the  night : 

Some  dreadful  vlfionary  foe  we  Ihun 

With  airy  ftrides,  but  ftrive  in  vain  to  run;  1285 

In  vain  our  baffled  limbs  their  pow'rs  effay ; 

We  faint,  we  ftagger,  fink,  and  fall  away ; 

Drain'd  of  our  ftrength,  we  neither  fight  nor  fly. 

And  on  the  tongue  the  ftruggling  accents  die : 

The  chief  fo  labours,  but  with  fruitlefs  pain  ;         1290 

The  fiend  ftill  thwarts  him,  and  he  toils  in  vain ! 

Amidft  a  thoufand  doubts,  he  Hands  opprell, 
A  thoufand  terrors  working  in  his  breaft. 
Now  to  the  Latian  battlements  on  high. 
Now  to  his  friends,  he  turns  his  trembling  eye,  1  295 
Now  to  the  threat'ning  lance,  already  wing'd  to  fly. 
No  friendly  aid,  no  giimm'ring  hopes  appear. 
No  car,  no  ftceds,  nor  goddefs  charioteer  ! 

With  levell'd  eye  the  Trojan  mark'd  the  part ; 
Then  whirls  with  all  his  force  the  whizzing  dart.  1300 

A  flone 
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A  ftone  difploded,  with  lefs  fury  far. 
Flies  from  the  brazen  enginry  of  war: 
And  wrap'd  in  flames,  far  lefs  enrag'd  and  loud, 
Burfts  the  big  thunder  from  the  breaking  cloud. 
Swift  as  the  whirlwind  fweeps  along  the  ikies,        1 3  05 
The  jav'lin,  charg'd  with  fure  deftruclion,  flies ; 
Its  rapid  progrefs  through  the  fev'n-fold  ihield. 
And  the  thick  mail,  vvith  matchlefs  fury  held ; 
Thence,  tliro'  his  thigh,  drove  deep  the  griding  wound. 
And  bent  the  haplefs  warrior  to  the  ground.  13 10 

With  peals  of  groans  the  pale  Rutulians  rife  : 
The  groves  and  mountains  ring  v/ith  mournful  cries. 
His  eyes  and  hands  the  vanquifli'd  hero  rear'd. 
And  to  the  chief  his  moving  pray'r  preferr'd : 

Prince,  I  deferve,  nor  deprecate  my  death  :       1 3 1 5 
Then,  ufe  thy  fortune ;  take  my  forfeit  breath  ! 
Yet,  if  a  parent's  woes  thy  foul  incline. 
Think  what  thy  father  was ;  then  pity  mine  ! 
Think  at  thy  feet  the  hoary  monarch  thrown, 
Grov'ling,  and  pleading  for  an  only  fon  !  1320 

Then  fave  the  fon  !  in  him  the  father  fave  ! 
Nor  bow  his  age,  with  forrow,  to  the  grave  I 
Or,  oh !  at  leall,  this  mercy  I  implore. 
My  breathlefs  relicks  to  my  friends  reflore. 
Thine  is  the  conqueft ;  lo  !  the  Latian  bands         1325 
Behold  their  gen'ral  ftretch  his  fuppliant  hands  ! 
Reftrain  thy  farther  vengeance  ;  1  refign 
My  former  claim  ;  the  royal  fair  is  thine. 

A  while,  the  hero,  tcuch'd  vvith  gen'rous  woe, 
Reprefs'd  hu  hand,  and  gaz'd  upon  the  foe.  iSS'^ 

His 
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His  melting  words  to  mercy  now  inclin'd. 

Still  more  and  more,  the  vidor's  noble  mind  j 

When  lo  !  by  chance,  the  golden  belt  he  fpy'd. 

The  belt  of  Pallas,  glitt'ring  at  his  fide  ; 

Which  from  the  dying  youth  the  warrior  tore,       1331 

And  the  refulgent  prize  in  triumph  wore. 

His  eyes,  fierce-flaming,  o'er  the  trophy  roll. 

That  wakes  the  lluiiibring  vengeance  in  his  foul. 

Then  with  loud  accents,  and  a  dreadful  look. 

Stern  and  terrific,  to  the  prince  he  fpoke :  134' 

Thou !  wretch  accurs'd !  canfl  thou  to  grace  pretend? 

Clad  in  the  fpoils  of  my  dear  murder'd  friend  ? 

Go  tlien,  a  vidtim  to  his  fpirit,  go ; 

'Tis  Pallas,  Pallas,  gives  the  fatal  blow. 

Thus  is  his  ghoft  aton'd. — The  hero  faid;  ^3'ri 

And  bury'd  in  his  brealt  the  furious  blade. 

With  a  deep  groan  tiie  dying  v/arrior  fell. 

And  the  majeflic  foul  difdainful  plung'd  to  hell. 


End  of  Pitt's  Poems, 
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